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| 1h, Damon's turn'd a rover, 
From my longing arms he flies, wes 
Soon return thou perjur'd lover, | 
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Or your hapleſs Cælia dies. 


Muſt Llonger pine and languiſnu, 
Will you falte and cruel prove, 
Hither haſte to eaſe my anguiſh, 
And reward your Cælia's love. 


Think, 0 think, how thus deceiving; | 
Tender virgins hearts are won; | $97.0 
Fooliſh maids, too ſoon belieying, 

Are by faithleſs men undone. 28 
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| HAT is Chlce to me, or Lydia the fair, 4 
Their beauties with thine, I cannot compare, 

What's Lydia's clear fin, or Chloe's bright eyes, | 

When Delia is nzar, their charms I deſpiſe, ' 


You fay I'm inconſtant, and fain would perſuade, 
I profeſs the ſame paſſion to every maid ; 

The faultis your own, would you leave your reſerve, 
Each fair I'd relinquiſh, thy love to deſerve. 


rove, | 


My paſſions wound high, your promiſe you fail'd, 
Chance brought the young Chloe, and Chloe prevail'd. 


Laſt thurſday at wake, you declar'd on the green, 
You'd dance with your ſhepherd, as ſoon as tWas een; 
But before I arriv'd, you cho'e to depart, 

J gave Lydia my hand, but thou hadſt my heart. 


But Delia is havghty, and Delia is coy, 

And Delia e'er long, my flame will deſtroy 

Then confider ye fair, while love ye deride, 

The ſlaves you enſnare, may be freed by your pride. 
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ride, 
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Did I take delight to fetter, 


To. rival the ſpeed of the deer, 
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IMPLE Strephon ceaſe complaining | 
8 Talk no more of foolith love; 
Think not, e'er my heart to reign in, 
Think not all you ſay can move. 


Thrice ten thouſand flaves a day; 
Thrice ten thouſand times your better, 
Gladly would my rule obey. 


Seek not her, . till forbids you; 
To ſome other tell your moan z 

Chuſe where'er your . leads you, 
Leave Chlorinda but alone. 
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RIGHT 2 the day, with roſy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace. | 


AIR. 


With muſical horn, 

Salute the gay morn, -' 
Theſe jolly companions to cheer ; 
With enlivening ſounds, 
Encourage, your hounds, 


5 Would 


1 1 
Would you find out his lair, 
To the woodlands repair, 


Hark, hark! „he's unharbour'd” they cry; 


Then fleet o'er the plain, 
We gallop amain, 
Au, all is a tranſport of joy. 


Ober heaths, hills and woods, 
Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
The welkin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert. behind. 


Adieu to old care. IS 
Pale grief and deſpair, 

We ride in oblivion of fear; 
Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 

Sad wretches that * in the rear. 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
. The pack's at a ſlay, 
Then eagerly ſeize on the prize; 
The welkin reſounds, | 
To the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill korns Nw his knell—and he dies; 
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| SONG V. 
OFT breathing, the zephyrs awaken the grove, 
Now, now, is the ſeaſon for pleaſure and love; 


Yet let no delights on our moments intrude, 
But ſuch as are ſimple, and ſuch as are good. 


Far hence be the love, that's by wantonneſs bred, 
Far hence be the pleaſures by vanity led! 

But joys, which both reaſon and virtue approve, 
Such, ſuch are the glory and pride of the groves 


LY 


S 
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son VL. 


O* E April morn, young Damon ſought, 

O'er Sylvia to prevail, THER, 

And with difiimulation fraught, + 
He thus addreſs'd his tale. 7 

Now winter's chilling blaſts are o'er, 

And ſpring's prolitic reign 2 

Impels the bloſſom and the flow*r, 

To deck the ſmiling plain. 


Let us my deareſt girl repair, 
To yonder bloomy grove, 

For oh! I long to tell-thee there, 
How ardently I love. 

When prudence, watchful for the good 
Of all who ſeek her care ; 

Confeſt before the damſel ſtood, 
And ſaid of man beware. 


B3 
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CS 
What tho? his words as honey ſweet, 
Seem all in candour dreſt, 
Yet art, the parent of deceit, 
Lies lurking in his breaſt. 
Admoniſh'd by this faithful friend, 
The cautious maid reply'd, 


The youth I to the grove attend, 
Muſt make me firit his bride. 


Abaſh'd! the ſwain his purpoſe ſaw, 
In blackeſt colours riſe 
Her honour ſtruck his ſoul with awe, 
And $1Fd with ſhame his eyes; 
To church he led the levely maid, 
| Fair virtue's ſacred ſchool! _ 
. While Sylvia archly ſmil'd, and ſaid, | e 
2 Now who's the April fool? | | 


* 
* l EY e „—— 
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| SONG VI. 


OULD you wiſh to gain a lever, 
\ Y You mult all your hopes conceal; 
Men inconitant will diſcover, 
What our ſex too oft reveal. 


Virtue teaches wiſe diſcretion, 
Fickle men are full of arts; 

By a thoughtleſs fond confeſſion, 
They ſeduce and ſteal our hearts, 

Would you wiſh, &c. | 


1 85 17 
Shun, O ſhun! their ſoft perſuaſion: 


Let noc tears your paſhons move; 
But embrace the firſt occaſion, 
When convinc'd they truly love. 
Would you with, &c. 


, : 1 
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SONG VII. 


7 Venus, queen of ſoft delights, 
Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r; 

Who wiſhes to attend the rites, 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare : 

Inſ>ire his tongue with 17 airs, 
Yet void of art or ſxi 

When he his unfeign'd love declares, 
For Patty of the "Hill, 


What ftratas, O goddeſs! muſt he fad, 


To melt her frozen heart, 

Since words can ne*er expreſs his mind, 
Nor e'er his pain impart: 

Unleſs thy ſon jhall aid bis lays, 
And Jove in her inſtill ; | 

In vain may prove his artſeſs praiſe, 
Of Patty of the Hill. 


Her cheek with roſe and lily Lies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbines, 
Interior far unto her eyes, 


The n damon mines: 5 
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3 
ler voice excels the linnet's notes, 
_  Excels the thruſti's thrill, | 


In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their throats, 
Like Patty's of the Hill. 


How ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
The charm I moſt admire ; 
her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 
That paſſion can inſpire: 
Her ſoul, the graces all refine, 
 . She ſtops to reaſon's will; 
Id freely all the world reſign, 
For Patty of the Hill. 


mY 1 8 —_— 
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8s O NG 1X. 


D ETURND, return'd, the ſeaſon of delight! 
FF Moſt welcome to the long deluded ſight! 
I be earth and. ſky, conſpire to cheer the ſoul, 
And grateful joy ſalutes and crowns the whole. 


* - 
— — 


Love calls, love calls, and Hymen leads the way, 
The ruddy youth, and maiden chaſte, obey; 
The filken band of holy friendſhip tie, 

And healthful riſe a-beauteous progeny. 


Roll on, roll on, thod lively nimble flood 
Of wanton ſpirits gay, and youthful blood; 
Th'impatient lover ne'er ſhall: know remorſe, 

If truth and honour guide his rapid courſe, - 


i Strike, 


Eg 1 9 1] 
Ztrike up, ſtrike up, add muſic to the feaſt, 
Where love preſides, and friendſhip is a gueſtz 


Subſervient muſic, friendſhip, wit, and wine, 
To the brightpow'rs of female face divine. 


—— 


8 O NG KX. 


I/TWAS in the pleaſant month of May, 
When males and females ſport and play, 

A wanton ſparrow, full of prate, ; 

With ſpouſy on a tree was ſat; 

They talk'd how faithful they would be, 

And chirp'd eternal conſtancy ; | 

The only thing that damp'd their ſport, 

Was fear their lives would be too ſhort. 


But as from bough to bough they fly, 
Not dreaming any creature nigh, ' 

For want of a more downy bed, 
Upon a twig with bird-lime ſpread, 

In haſte their fond regard to prove, * 

They take their little fill of love: 9 
The only thing that damp'd their ſport, 3 
Was fear their lives would prove tos ſhort, 


But pains to pleaſures ſoon ſucceed, {© _ = 
To both it prov'd a fatal deed ; _ | 
For tho? with eaſe they broke away, 

And balk'd a ſchool-boy of his prey: 


That tho they us'd their utmoll art, 


/// e ore en ooo — — 
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The bridegroom in the haſty ſtri fe, 
Was ftuck ſo faſt unto his wife, 


They quickly found they ne'er mult part. 


A gloomy cloud o'ercaſt his brow, 

He found himſelf he knew not how ; 
He pouts and glouts, and pceviſh grew 3 
As other angiy huſbands doo: 
Whene'er he mov'd, he felt her ſtill, 
She kiſs'd him oft again his will; 
With favours fill o'erwhelm'd her lord, 
Abroad, at home, at bed, at board, 


But he ſtill obſtinate and ſtout, 

At length, her ſtock of love was out, 
So back to back, in diſcontent, 
They fit, and ſullenly repent. 

Thus after ſome few hearty pray'rs, 
A joſtle, and ſome fpiteful tears; 
This is the burthen of cheir ſong, 
That life is tedious and too long. 


_—_— * 1 
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; 5 8 ON G KI. 


AM a young ſhepherd the pride of the plain, 

The laſſes all ſtrive my affection to gain; 
I'm teaz'd by young Phillis, young Bridget and Sue, 
Say, what would you have ſuch a young ſhepherd do? 


I cannot 


Nor know I the reaſon they follow me ſo; 


18 1 


I cannot be eaſy, wherever Igo, 


Tis ſtrange I am ſure you will readily own, 

That tho' I refuſe, they won't let me alone. 

Laſt night at the wake, when I danc'd on the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never were ſeen 
To be teaz'd in this manner no mortal could bear: 
So I fix'd upon one, who is lovely and fair. 


Her eaſe and good-nature, I vow and proteſt, 

Have gain'd my affection beyond all the reſt; : 
She has wit, youth and beauty, the paſſions to move, 
And at laft, I muſt own, I am ſmitten with love. 


1 W 
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8O NG XII. 


INCE Artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, - 
8 Their wit and their taſte, and their genius pro- 
claim, | 32 
Come attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find, 
A ſecret diſclos'd, for the good of mankind. — 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due, 
I've found out a Padlock, to keep the wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs prefide o'er the dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions inflame z 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter deſire, *- 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill figh and admire ; 

Yet fearleſs you'll truſt her, tho' thouſands may ſue, \ 
When I tell you my Padlock to keep a wife true. 


Tho“ 


| 


1 Good-humour's the padlock to keep a wife true. 


+ is fl 
Tho” the huſband may think that he wiſely reſtrains, - 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and 

chains; * ' 
How fatally weak, muſt this artifice prove, 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love? 
Throw jealouſy hence! bid ſuſpicion adieu, 
Reltraigg's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to the park or the play, 

All complying and kind, you muſt give her, her way, 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approves 
Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſure of love; ky 


And believe me no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 


For the fair-one is ſafe if you padlock her mind. 


3 Tho' her virtucs and foibles ſhould frequently blend, 


Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend; 


Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 
- *Tis the charms of indulgence that bind the ſoft ſex 


They ne er can prove falſe while this maxim's in viey 
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SONG XIII. 


"THEN chilling winter hies away, 
I Flora, re- aſſume my reign ; ' 


— 


Borne on the wings of balmy May, 


I come to paint the wood and plain: 


Ambroſial ſweets I have in ſtore, 


The cowſlip, violet, roſe appear; 
The nymphs and ſwains my pow'r adore, 
And wiſh my preſence all the year. | 
2 3 | | SONG 


" 


I feel! I feel thy gladſome ray! 


The wanton kids and friſking lambs, 


0A 


OME hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles,. 

Whoſe aid the woes of life beguiles ; | 
With thee Þ ll rove, with thee I'll reft, Py 
Amidſt thy ſweet enchantments bleſt. #* 


Dawn on my ſoul like rifing day ; 
My heart no more ſhall feel its care, 


For joyful hope inhabits there. 


£4 8 8 ä 
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HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring. 
| Invites the tuneful birds to ſing; - 2 hes. 


: FE. 


And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. {I I 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 223 
Like them employ the hour that flies, | 
Ant in ſoft raptures waſte the day, ke” 
Among the Birks of Endermay, 2 


The lavrocks now, and linnets ſing, 
The rocks around with echoes ring; 


Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

The buſy bees with humming noiſe, _ 
And all the reptile kind rcjoice ; 

Let.us like them, then ſing and play: 
About the Birks of Endyymay, 1 


; E . [T4 +] 4 
For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; 

At this, thy lovely bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, | 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 

And when they droop, and we decay, 

Adieu the Birks of Endermay. 


2 


SONG XVI. 

| ALE fear ſhall ne'er my glory ſtain, 
P From pride theſe bluſhes riſe ; 

*Tis noble ſcorn, *tis high diſdain, 
That ſparkles in theſe eyes: 

Tho” rigid virtue may aſſume, 
Dominion o'er the ſoul ; 

O'er men and gods, ſoft beauty's bloom, 

Still reigns without controul, 


a 


SONG XVII. 


F muſic can charm, and if love can invite, 
No leſs roſy Bacchus thou giv'ſt us delight; 
Ilove them, tis true, but my bottle I ſwear, 
Is at once the beſt friend, and phyſician of care; 
But would a gay mortal taſte rapture divine, 
Apollo and Venus, with Bacchus muſt join. 


Me. 000 
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SONG XVII. 


OVE'S a fever of the mind, 
Kindling ferce conſuming fires, 
Sweet its firſt approach we. find, 
Raiſing new and ſoft deſires. 
a Soon it fills with hopes and fears, 
- Sighs and tremblings break the reft ; 
Glowing wiſhes, waſting tears, 


Night and day diſtract the breaſt. 


— — 


SONG XIX. 


ALK no more of love to me, 
All your ſuit will not prevail; 
I for one confeſs a flame, | | 
In the humble flow'ty vale. 
For each other, long we've ſigh'd, 
Equal both, in birth and place; 
He's my only joy and pride, 
Love can laugh at noble race, 


th 
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SONG XX. 


O, go thou falſe deceiver, 
| For ever we mult part; 
| Far hence be gone for ever, 
& I tear thee trom my heart, 


bk. © 
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SONG XXL 


| 9 WAS at the cool and fragrant hour, 
| When evening ſteals upon the ſky; - 
* That Suſan choſe the woodbine ſnade, 

| And Wi'liam taught that grove to ſigh; 

| Ihe ſweeteſt damſel ſhe on all the plains, . 

The ſofteſt lover he of all the ſwains... 


He took her by the lily hand, 
| | Which oft had made the milk look pale; 
Her cheeks with modeſt roſes glow'd, 
| As thus he breath'd his tender tale : 

The lifning-ſtreams awhile forgot to flow, 
The doves to murmur, and the breeze to blow! 


OO ſmile,. my fair, thy dimply ſmiles, 
„ Shall lengthen on the ſetting ray; 
: « Thus let us melt the kours in blits, . 
„Thus ſweetly languiſh life away; 
| „ Thus ſigh ourſelves into each others breaſt, 
Loving as turtles, and as turtles ble, 


E She ſigh'd and bluſh'd a ſweet conſent, 

| g He thank'd her on his bended knee; 
And warmly preſs'd her virgin lip;— 
. Was ever youth ſo bleſt as he? 

* The moon to light the lovers homeward, roſe, 
i - And Philomela lull'd them to repoſe; 


SONG 
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"7 ſun — a cloudy ſky, 
A calm, a bluſt'ring gale; 


We mutt not fix our hopes too high, 3 5 
Nor let deſpair — 214 381 


"SONG XXIII. 


REecITATIVE.. 


T Delia's feet Philander .bot'd,. .. | 
: But fight” d, alas in vain! 
'The nymph with ſcorn, his ſuit deny'd,. 
And triumph'd.1 in his pain. 


Ain 


His pray'rs to Cupid wing'd their flight, 
Who with compaſſion heard? 
And ſwift as fly the beams of light, 
The god himſelf appear'd. 
« Where is this hard obdurate heart, 
« On cruelty intent!“ 
He ſaid, and from his bow a dart, 
Precipitately ſent. 


* 


The devious arrow loſt its courſe, 


The bow-was drawn in vain ; 
For Delia's eyes repell'd its force, 
And turn'd it back 8 7 


Lt 18 ] 


Dn Cupid's breaſt it gave the blow, 
He felt the poignant wound; 

When ftrait his ineffectual bow, 
Fell uſeleſs on the ground, 


% Hence ill betide the luckleſs hour,” 
The god in anguiſh cries ; Kine! 
4% For Oh, alas! I fee] my pow'r, 
&« Uſurp'd by Delia's eyes. 
Then deem not ſwain, thy lot ſevere, 
Since I of race divine, 
« Am thus compell'd compelld to wear, 
An equal chain with thine,” 
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SONG XXVI. 


EE goodneſs of women, ſome men will dif- 

pute, 4 | 
But I ſhall their arguments fairly confute ; 
Undeniably prove that they do what they ought, 
And ſay what you will, they are never in fault. 


You ſometimes obje& to their voluble tongues, 
That mw harraſs your ears, and deſtroy their own 
Sn - . | 
Should they talk, pretty creatures, from morning 
till night, | 
From fifteen to fiſty, they're all in the right. 


If 


1 


If reſentment againſt the Fair Sex you conceive, 
Give attention to ſlanders, and flanders believe; 
Behold their ſweet faces, reſentment will fly, 
Vexation turn pleaſure, and jealouſy die. 


The poets hangs tales tell, of Orpheus you know, 
How he follow'd his wife to the regions below); 
But it muſt be a falſchood, becauſe one ſo fair, 
$0 lovely and kind, was too good to go there. 


No more at theſe charmers, ye unthinking, rail, 
But o'er your barbarity let 'em prevail; 
Perfection to kings, and the fair ſex belong, 
For women like monarchs, can never do wroug, 


— * — 
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SONG XXV.' 


ISTANT fly thee, carping care, 
From the ſpot where I do dwell 
Rigid mortals come not there, 1 
— be gone to hermit's cell: 
But let me live the life of ſouls, 
With love, and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


Miſer, with thy paltry pelf, 
I give *gainſt thee, my hate its ſcope; 
Wretch that liv'ſt, but for thy ſelf, | 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope: 
Fly br of night, from ſun and ſouls, 
That love and laugh o'er flowing bowls, 


C 2 
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Who can't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 


l 20 J 
Who can let the penſive go, 
Or the eye that drops a tear; 


And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not dare to venture here: 


Nor e'er ſhall quaff our flowing bowls. 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte, | 
Health and mirth dw ell at my gate; 
Whilſt with caſe my ſand doth waſte: 
Whilſt 1 bleſs the book of fate; 
That let me live the life of ſouls, 
With love and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


— — — - — — 


S O0 NO XXVI. 
AST Midſummer Eve, as I paſs'd thro' the 


rove, 
I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love; 
My keart was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 
] gave her a kiſs, but *twas under the Roſe, - 


She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd with a frown, 


„Don't fancy young  ſwain—Fll be kiſs'd by a 
clown, | | 
I'm courted by Strephon, —ſee yonder he goes!“ 


Still J gave her a Kiſs, but 'was under the Roſe. 


Come; 


[ 21 ] 


«© Come, come, deareſt charmer,” I tenderly cry'd, 
«I care not for Strephon, — I'll not be deny'd ; 
« He's falſe to my Phillis, he very well knows, 
„My heart is right honeſt, tho' under the Roſe.” 


« If Strephon is falſe, what is Phillis to do?“ 
She anſwer'd, in anguiſh, no men ſure are true!“ 
O yes, my dear girl,” I reply'd, * don't ſuppoſe, 
„ But Damon is conſtant, tho' under the Roſe. 


2 1 
« If you love me,” ſhe cry'd, here then freely 
| „give, q 
„My heart, and affection, as long as I hve ;” 
I led her to church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe, 
But Damon is conſtant, tho? under the Roſe. 


—— — _—_— 
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SONG XXVIL 


How ſtands the glaſs around ? 
About ye have no care, my boys ? 
How ftands the glaſs around ? 
| Let wine and mirth abound ; 
> Whilſt trumpets ſound, 
And colours all are flying, boys, 
We'll fight, kill and wound, 
And ſtill may be found | 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, 
On the cold ground. 


[ 22 ] 
| Why, ſoldiers, why 

Should we be melancholy, boys? 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 

Whoſe bus'neſs tis to die, 
Hang ſighing, fie, 

Drink round, damn care, be merry, boys, 
Both he, you and I, . 

Cold, hot, wet or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 

We ſcorn to fly. | 


| Tis but in vain, 
| mean not to upbraid you, boys; 
| "Tis bur in vain 
| For ſoldiers to complain; 
| The next campaign 
| Sends us to him thar made us, boys, 
| Perhaps in pain; 
N Should we but remain, 
| A bottle and kind landlady 
_ Cures all again. 


— _— 


SO NG. XXVII 


— 


IF is joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him caſe, 
When his paſſion we diſcover, 
Oh how pleaſing ! tis to pleaſe; 
"The bliſs returns ane receive 
ports greater than we giver / 
Traniports g $ (done 
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SONG XXVII. 


| HERE was once, it is ſaid, 
When, 1s out of my head, 
Ay, and where too but true is my tale, 
That a round-belly'd vicar, 
Bepimpled with liquor, 
Could ſtiek to no text like good ale. 


He one night 'gan to doze, 
For, 'under the roſe, 
The prieſt was that night #ox /cip/e, © 
Non ſeifſe, you'll ſay, 
What's that to the lay, | 
In plain Engliſh, the parſon was tipſey. 


When his clerk ſtepping in, 
| With his band-bobbing chin, 
As ſolemn and ſnivelling as may be, 
The vicar he gaped, 
The clerk hemm'd and ſcraped, 
Saying, Pleaſe, fir, to bury a baby, 


Now our author ſuppoſes, 
The clerk's name was Moſes, © / 
He look'd at his matter fo roſy, 
Who blink'd with one eye, 
And with wig all awry, | 
He hiccough'd our, How is it Mofy ? 


© 4 


1 24 ] 
A child, fir, is carry'd, 
For you to be bury'd, _ 
Bury me, Moſes ?—no, that won't do. 
Lord! fir, fays the clerk, 
You are all in the dark, 
It's a child to be bury'd, not you. 


Well, Moſes don't hurry, 
The infant we'll bury, 
But, maſter, the corpſe cannot ſtay, 
What, can't it, but why? 
| For once then we'll try 
If a corple, Moſes, can run away. 


1 But Moſes reply'd, . 

if The pariſh will chide, 

For keeping them out in cold weather; 
| Then, Moſes, quoth he, 

| Pray tell them from me, 
III bury them warm all together, 


I — — = 
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h But, fir, it rains hard, 

|| Pray have ſome regard, 
[| Regard, Moſes, «that makes me ſtay; 
© eb For no corpſe, young or old, 

| Ikn the rain can catch cold, 


But, Moles, faith, you or I may. 


Moſes begg'd he'd begone, 

| 'Saying, fir, the rain's done, 

. Pleaſe to riſe, and I'll lend you my hand 4 
It's hard, quoth the vicar, 
0 leave thus my liguor, 

And go, when I'm ſure I can't ſtand, 


( #5 ] 
At length, tho? ſore troubled, 
To church-yard he hobbled, 
Lamenting the length of the way; 
To Moſes, quoth he, 
Were I biſhop, do you ſee, 
L neither need walk, preach, nor pray. 


When he came to the grave, 
Says he, Moſes, a ſtave, 
Lord! where's my tobacco- box hid, 
'T profeſs, this faſt walking, 
Prevents me from talking, 
So, Moſes, pray give me a quid. 


Then he open'd a book, 
And in ſeem'd to look; . 
But o'er the page only he ſquinted; 
Says he, Moſes, I'm vex'd, 
I can't ſee the text, 
The book is ſo damnably printed. 


Neigbours, mind what I ſay, 
Life's, alas! but aday, 
Nay, ſomtimes *tis over at noon, 
' Man is but a flow'r, 
Cut down in an hour, : 
It's ſtrong ale, Moſes, does it as ſoon, 


Woman of a man born, 
No, that's wrong, the leaP's torn, 
Upon women the natural ſwell is; 
For the world would run wild, 
Mere men got with child, 
Moſes, you and I might have big bellies. 


% 


1 


Oar _ 


(46 ] 


Our guts wou'd be preſs'd hard, 
Were we got with baſtard, 

How wonderful are onr ſuppoſes ; 
What midwife could do it, 
She'd be hardly put to it, 


Lord bleſs me! to lay me and Moſes. 


Moſes, mind what I ſay, 
When *tis night, 'tis not day, 


How in former times ſaints could work miracles. 


And raiſe from the dead, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
For Moſee, I've dropt down my ſpeQacles, 


One pot more, - and then ; 
Moſes anſwer'd, amen, 
And thus we have carry'd the farce on, 
Tis the vice of the times, 
To feliſh the rhymes, 
Where the joke's made to run on the parſon; 


But true humour deteſts 
Immorality's jeſts, ä 
Each looſe, each illib'ral expreſſion, 
So a truce with our joke, | 
Here's to the good folk, bars 
To the good folks of ev'ry profeſſion. 


* — 
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SONG xxx. 


N pleaſure's ſmooth wings, how old Time 
fond ways LEEDS 
Ere love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray ! 
My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt; _ 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt, 


'Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 

With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: 

So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 

That I gather'd the ſweets, but I miſs'd of the 
fmart: ; | | 

T toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; 

But till all my ſong was, I'll ever be free.” 


"Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 
If I firay'd thro? the garden, or travers'd the feld, 


Ten thouſand gay icenes were diſplay'd to m 


fight ; 


| If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; 


With my reed I-could pipe to the tune of 
ſtream, | | | 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, fincere for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 
Alas! what a change! and how u fetched am J! 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade ; | 
Their ſyeets now all ficken, their colours all fag 


And pledg'd my faith on things above; 
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No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's train, 
And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in 
vain. 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 

To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 


— 


SONG XXX. 


As thro? the grove I chanc'd to fray, 
I met young Phillis on her way 


I flew like lightning to her arms, 


And gaz'd in rapture on her charms; 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But yet ſhe cry'd—-O fie for ſhame. 


With eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, 

Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And call'd me bold preſuming clown; 
While I confeſt myſelf to blame, 

But flill ſhe cry'd—O he for ſhame. 


In tender fighs I told my love, 


Ws 2 


But ſhe, Hke all her ſex, was ſhy, 
And tho? I ſwore, would not comply; 
Yet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 
For all ſhe cry'd—O fie for ſhame. 


When this I ſaw, I quickly. cry'd, 

Will lovely Phillis be a bride ? 

For hark !—]T hear the tinkling bell: 

To church let's go—it pleas'd her well. 
And ſcon a kind compliance came, | 
In ſpite of all her—ſie for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For ccnſtant we each other love: 

She now declares 'm not to blame; 
Nor longer cries—O fie for ſhame, 
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SONG XXXI. 
OUNG Strephon, the artful, the dangerous 


Swain, . 

My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid : 
But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
] bated-his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare ; 
For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 
When I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 


His 


What credu 


[30 ] | 

His tears I negle&ed, his oaths I deſpis'd ; 
diſguis'd ; | | 

What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 

(The prodigal bounty of art and defign:) 


'' He coax'd, and he flatter'd in vain, 


And practis'd each art, on my weakneſs to gain; 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn ; 
Tho' I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn, 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 
* beauties his arts had undone; 

He ſwore that his faith ſnould inviolate be, 

That his heart and thoſe fair-ones were victims 

to me: 

J told him thoſe victims, and faith, I'd deſpiſe, 

And from ſuch examples would learn to be wiſe; 

That I never would proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, 

Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt ; 

Was his paſſion on virtue, not Wantonneſs, built; 
Was his heart as fincere as his oaths are profane, 

I could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain: 

But experience has taught me *tis dang'rous to truſt, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt; | 
So I'll ſtifle my flame, and reje& him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the thorn. 


SONG 


For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, he 
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SONG XXXII. 

95 TWAS early on a holiday, | 

A harmleſs ſhepherd chanc'd to ſtray, 
And wand'ring near a cryſtal brook, | 
He ſat him down to bait his hook; 
Thus ſaid the ſhepherd, free from care, 
If I the gudgeon ſhould enſnare, - „ 
Or any of the ſcaly fry, ; 
« I'd envy none beneath the ſky.” * | | 


His ſport was harmleſs as his mind; 
Upon his hand his head reclin'd ; 
And liſt'ning to the wood-lark's note, 
He watch'd the motion of his float : 
It ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle twim, 

Ere Cupid round the ſwain-did ſkim 
With feather'd wings extended wide, 
And ſettled by the ſhepherd's fide. 


The ſwain had heard of bows, and darts, 
And Cupid's ſnares, that torture hearts; 
Became unealy at the ſight, | 

But artfully conceal'd his fright; 

„ prithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 2 
„What brought thee out ſo ſoon to day!“ 
In truth, ſaid he, my ſport's like thine ; 
I hither came to wet my line.“ 
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te. Tf that be true, thou pretty boy, 
«© Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy >. 
£ mean the arrow in thy hand; : 
6 Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand:“ 
Shepherd, .T'll give thee any thing; 
Pray take with it my bow and ſtring.” 
The ſwain ſecure his cheek did ſtroke, 


And, lily, Cupid's arrow broke. 


But, lo! an angel's voice he heard, 
And ſoon an angel's form appear'd, 
With eyes ſo bright, as poets ſay, 
Should Phœbus ſleep, might rule the day: 
The ſhepherd liſten'd to her ſong; 


I fear the ſhepherd gaz d too long: 


For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 
Her fatal looks the ſhepherd fle). 


At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, 
And fear'd the boy conceal'd a dart: 
Then faintly turning, Child,” ſaid he, 
„ This evil arrow, comes from thee.” 

« O! fhepherd, it is no ſuch thing; 
Thou hadſt my arrow, bow, and ſtring 
But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart ; 


Fil The nymph you ſaw has pierc'd your heart.“ 


SONG 
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O roſe, my Cxioez's boſom grace, 
G My Caroz's boſom grace: 

How happy ſhould I prove, - 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 

With never fading love, | 

There Pheenix like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there, 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair, | 
One common fate we both mutt prove, 
You die with envy, I with love. 


— — — - — — — 
SONG XXXIV. 
HT gentle was my Damon's air, 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 

His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales ;, 
How hard ſuch beauties to reßgn, 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine. oth | 
| D Ov 
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LEST - 
On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the fireams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my loſs deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs fwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I feek in vain. 


S O. NG XXXV. 


OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, ner fears to be leſs; 
On his mill and himiclf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely clinging at court. 


What tho' be all duſty, and whiten'd does go, 

_ The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in this dreſs may be honeſter far ; 
Than a courties who ſtruts in his garter and Rar. 


: Tho' 
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Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


What then if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without ſcruple from other men's ſacks ; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate; 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lye; 
Then riſes up cheerful to work and to ſing: 

If ſo bappy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 


— "4 — * * 
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; SONG XXXVI. 
H OW pleffant a ſailor's life paſſes, 


Who roams o'er the wat'ry main ; 

No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 

But cheerfully ſpends all his gain; 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 

To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 

For power and profit in view. _ 

D 2 Chorus. 


1 
Chorus. Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? Wet + 
A lisht heart and a thin paz of breeches 
Go thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife, 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſcilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Cho. Then why ſhoald, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
Ihe various bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
| Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. 
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SONG XXXVII. 


E T's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
1 Madneſs *tis for us to think 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway d by chink. =. 


1 


Let not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare; 
We are all as rich as Crœſus, 

Drink away, and drive off care. 


Wine will make us freſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget; 
Come let's fuddle all our noles, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt, 
When grim death is looking tor us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus, 


Cries, death begone! here's none but fouls, 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding, 
Drinking ſouls can never die. 
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SON G. XXXVIII. Set by Dr. Aa xx. 
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HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart 
And I thought (but it might not be fo) 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart ; - 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
And ſo ſweetly ihe bad me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return; 
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Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
[ hafted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
I'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays ; 
J could lay down my liſe for the ſwain, 
That would fing me a ſong in her praiſe; 


| While he ſings, may the maids of the town 


Come flocking, and liſten the while ; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho' I cannot allow her to ſmile, 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a figh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well ! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cold boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such ſoftneſs may ruin the ſage, 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve; 

For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 

So ſweet, ſo engaging as love ? 


| 88 
I ſing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, poets, andenvy my ſong. 
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SONG XXXIX. 


"OVE's a e generous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights; 
Which, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


* 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 

If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy which now betwitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent, 


Lawleſs paſhon brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


— 


SONG: XL. f 


1 E T the grave, and the gay, | 

7 Enjoy life how they may, | 

My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; | 
Go the world well or ill, 

Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 

If I have but my friend and my glaſs. 
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The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lie, 


And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs; 


All the joys are but vain, | 
That are blended with pain; | 
So I'll ſtand by my friend ane my glaſs. 


New life wine 8 * 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs , 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glafs. 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs, 
'Then enliven the clay, 
Let us live while we may, 


And I'll ſtand by my friend and my vers. ä 


*Tis friendſhip and wine, 
Only life can refine; 
We care not what'er come to paſs, 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen ; 
Come here's to our friend and our glaſs, 


$ONG 


[4a] 
| SONG XII. | 
VE belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
I'll tell you ſomething new; 
Perhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong; 
Tho' ſtrange, one find it true, | 
In days of yore, hi 


iſtorians ſay, 
Twas wiſdom bore the prize; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 


Tis folly to be wile. 


Let no grave Cynic take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; 

All boaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, 
Our paſſions make us blind. 

'Obſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; 

Yet o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 


"Ts folly to be wiſe. 
No more thoſe muſty rules 2 
Once taught in heathen ſchools; 


Believe me (for tell you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 

As thro life's ſtream we glide along, 
We different paſſions prize; 

But be the burden of my ſong, 
Tis folly to be wiſe. 
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SONG XIII. 


7 HE 8 the eaſt tips the mountains with 
geile | | 
And 18 all ſpangled with dew-drops be- 
1d ; | 


The 


42 J 
The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay: 


With the {ports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie. 
While jocund we follow the kounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 

And the flute of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
| court; . | 

Nor care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

But innocence till give us zcal to our joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are -'! hunters in various degree; 

'The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee ; 

| The doctor patient, the courtier a place, 

| Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
| With the ſports of the field, &c. 


1 The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; 

j 'The poet 2 dinner, the patriot a name; 

8 And the ar ful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

8 Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
* With the ſports of che field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſing we af, i- the bleſſing of health; 
Wich hounds and with borus, thro' the woodlands 
| to roam, | 


1 And when tir'd abroad, find contentmeut at oe: 
| | | it 
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With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
| vie, | 
While jocund we follow, the hounds in full cry. 


. 
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SONG XLIII. 


THE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, . 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the mother of love. 


From the weft, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 

The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine; 

The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 

That border the vernal alcove, 

Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoſt tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
le flutters in bridal array; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May; 


The 
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The ftock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, . 

And murmuring, ſeems to repeat, | 


That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will viſit. ye ſoon, 


Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay ; 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the Ma 


_ Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 


And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the mother of love. 
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SONG XIIV. 
NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing;) 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt Koll d, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
At laſt thus began upon Jove. 


4 Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
« Grows grievoully tired of late; 
« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before 
So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.” 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 


— 


Gave 


e EO 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 
: And ſhe hung it up in her hall. 2 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, | Tt 
To ſee what each climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: 

With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 

And FREEDOM ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of LIBER T 'gan then to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit; : 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as 'twas given; | 
We won __ we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it in. 
eath, | 
Then return it untainted to heaven, 


—— — ——— ᷑ĩ — — — . —-à 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came; 
* But, tho' ſhe Iik'd him paſſing weel, 
0 She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall :. 
| Unuſual Joy her heart did feel ; ve? 
But ftill the turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 


| | Then round about her ſlender waiſt 
8 He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
i To kiſs her hand he down did kneel; * 
| | But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 


F With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe ; 

8 He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes; 
BY Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 

| Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 


Till, bolder grown, fo clofe he preſs'd, 
His wanton * ſhe quickly gucls'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


| | | Atlaſt, when ſhe began to chide, 
8 He iwore he meant her for his bride; 


* ”I'was then her love ſhe did reveal, 
Ul | And fung away her (pinning wheel. 
- SONG XLVI. 


[| OLLY mortals, fill-your glaſles, 
'S Noble deeds are done by wine; 
| Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd jor love or beauty pine? 
; Look 


ok 
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Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than Phillis has, tho' going 

In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, | 
Drank about at council-board : 
He ſubdued the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu'ring . 


— 


SONG XLVII. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion. how can it torment ? 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content ! 
Iince I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain; 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know *tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name 


How pleaſing 1s beauty ! how ſweet are her charms ! 
How delight ul her einbraces! how peaceful her arms 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
*T'is taught us on earth, aud by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright flandard all heroes mult yield, 
For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 
| | SONG 
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SONG KXEVIE. *' 
F wine be a cordial, why does it torment.* 

If a poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain? 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when'I know tis in van: 
Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens the heart, 
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F take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 
By my jolly complexion I make my joy known, 
But oh | how I'm bleſt! when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſovereign. heat to expel that of love; 
When in queuching the old, I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as fill wants a name. 


— — — 4 2 0 
* : —— 


SONG XLX: 
RecrTaTIvVE.. 


\ TEAR CR grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
| ſhade | " 

Seem'd moi? for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal {ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
"Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for. ſoft repoſe; 

T hither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, who never Sr of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he win wh 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought; 


— A. 4 


— - 


— 


But. 
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But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


Ain, 


The ſtream that glides with murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
"Completes the rural ſcene, 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav*n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 

Too lovely Iphigene, 


REciTATIVE. | 


She wakes and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved nas 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
Half rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if tis you, I need not riſe; 
'Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain ; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. | 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus with extacy purſued his ſong. 
{ Aix. a 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene. 


"x RixcirtaTiva. 


Be 2 


RicirAT IVI. 


1 Amaz'd, the liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
1 The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe; | 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to pleads 
And nature's language ſureſt will fucceed. 
Alx. 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage atſelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſou], | 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 


Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 


We taſte what angels do above, 
Wl 5. | 
1 ReciTATIVE. 


4 
bl . at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
| Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
Il A meagre Frenchman, madame Granfire's cook, 
| As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending 


» Mot» 


mou 
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Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 
On whom in vam he often with'd to dine, 
Good father Dominic by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round pauneh, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 


His benediction on it he beftow'd ; 


And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs d, 
He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd 


| Arn. 


CA rene tes.) 
O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 


If I was doom'd to have thee, 


When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 


And ſwimming in thy gravy ; 


Not all thy country's force'combin'd © 


Should from my fury fave thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, oft times decreed 


The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 


On tkee ev'n kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate: 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 


Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad! 
RECITATIVE. 


A half. ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 


Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, 
And gaz'd with wonder = the B 
- 2 


aping ſtood, 
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ll | His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 

| And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 
1 He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
„ And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 


Alx. 
{ Foot's Minuet.) 


Ah, facre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
| Dat looks ſo tempting red and vite ? 
-Begar it is de roalt beef from Londre z 

. O! grant to me van letel bite, 


But to m. guts if you give no heedin 
And raw fate dis — denies; 4 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


4 


RECITATIVE., 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 

Soon us the well known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry d. | 


With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
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Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, ; 

| My joy that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing. 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you; | 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving. 
Rc ITATIVvE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, | 
Who fed 2 and ſcratch'd his 2 pate; 


But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy d, 


His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown afide: 1 


Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe, | 


Als. 


(The Broom of Cowdenknonzys. ) 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
 Wao was fo blithe of late, 
To ice ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 
E 3 O the 


And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known. 


| 54 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 
I with I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 

I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi thee. N 

O the beef, &c. | 


REcITATIVE. 


But, ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite; - 
Where {miling freedom guards great George's throne, 


Tho! Britain's fame in loftieſt trains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to fing. 


Alx. 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazir.g o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 

O the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, ** Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 


4 O che roaſt beet, &c. 


, Bu, 


1. 


11 
But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till Welling and ſtraining too hard, made him burſt. 


Then Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 

The ox is Old England; the frog is monkeur, 

Whoſe puffs and hravadoes we need never fear. 
© the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 


To fee the fir-Join eu po? on bo! table 10 84 
ike the frog in the fable. 


The French may e'en burſt 
O the roait beef of Old England, ; 
And O the Old Engliſk roaft beef, : 


——_—_— 


-_ —_ 


SONG U. — 
Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll-entwine, | 
VI And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer Pl! run, I 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. ; 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
'Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to defpair ; 


For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill'd to che health _ ſome favourite lals ? 
7 


* 


Fl 
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"Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 


The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 


Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts ap her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed ; 


While age, in an extacy. hobbling along, 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
Ihe largeit and deepeſt that ſtands on his board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

"Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


— 


SONG II. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities yex ; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt ; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, | 
* The 


1 , 


The wife at one draught ſhall forget all her wants, 
And drench her fond fool to forget her gallants; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go cheerful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


—_—— 


— 
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SONG Im. 


W HEN Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling flag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 

But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 


. glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : 

But, oh! tis in vain *tis in vain, that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries : | | 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants, till well-ſcented hounds ſurrounded 


* 
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SONG LIIV, 


ITH women and wine I defy ey'ry care, 
For life without theſe 1 is a bubble of air; 
Each helping the other, in . I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens = ſoul, 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims ki 

1 never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let em have their own 51 and Iwill have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

"Tis the ſpring- tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne&er look'd with a {ſmile ſo divine, 

As ne vine, his head with a branch from 
| vine, 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half- 
divine, 

Firſt pledge me with Eines, next pledge me with wine ; 

Then gi and taking, in mutual return, 

The —— of our loves mall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine difapprov 
| My bumper III. quit be bleſt with hy es 


or — than forfeit the joys of 6 +1 
My bottle III break, and demoliſh my glaſs 


5g $0NG 
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(mn come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


muſt ſheer ; | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free; 
And who are fo guiltleſs, fo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
We practice no arts with hypocrily fraught : 


What we think in our hearts you may readin our « es, 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 

But we all the children of nature are bred: 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, | 

For _ — will bloom when there's peace in the 
reaſt. 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; _ 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open our door; 
We ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmlefs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


so N 
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SONG Le.. 


HEN Britain firſt at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
'This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannin, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 


— —— —— —— — 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
| Muſt in their turns, to tyrants fall, 


| Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


| $till more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 


More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 


| As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 


Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe, thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 


- Rule, Britannia, ke. 


L4 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, | 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. . 
Rule, Britannia, &c. ; 


The muſes, till with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Bleſs'd iſle! with matchleſs beauties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rul2 the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 4 


SONG LVII. 


2 my ſighs you may diſcover 

What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 

Eyes can ſpeak, and tell the lover 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, | ; 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove, 

But 'tis hard, and paſt concealing, 

When we truly, fondly love. 


— - — —— — : —ů— no. —— — — — _ - — 
. 


— - ” 


— „„ 0 — 
—.. — — 
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done m. 

E comes, he comes, the hero's come! 

Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drum: 

Faom port to port, let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, ydur ſongs pre V 
Loud, fondly rend the . Ar? + 
From pole to pole your joys refound, 
May virtue be with glory crown'd. 


— 


SONG IX. 
HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to 
retreat, 


As full of champagne as an egg's ſull of meat, 


He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 


He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 


Trim the boat, and fit quiet!“ frera Charon 


reply'd; | 5 
« You 3 have forgot - you were drunk when you 
dy * | 


a6. 4s. mm 1 


SONG LX. 

Appy's the love which meets return, 
H When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to diſcover 
'The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 

Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow ? 


— 
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Ah no! her forms too heavenly fair, 
Her love the gods above maſt are; 
While mortals with 2 explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a {mile : 
Alas ! if not, you'll ſoon debar-a 
Sighing ſw ain the banks of Yarrow. 


But huſh, ye fears, I'll not defpair, 


My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; _ 
Then I'll go tell her all my anguifh, 
She is too good to let me lJanguiſh: 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow, 


*. 


” 


SONG IX. 
AN love be controul'd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree ? 


O MoLLyY who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee? 


Let ſages pretend to 73 . 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte z 

Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 

And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 


— — — — 
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08 Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares ; 

i Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy: - 

4h Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs ; . 
Too late may repent being coy. 


Then MoLLy, for what ſhould we ſtay, | 
| Till all our beſt blood does run cold? 
Wl |; Our youth we can have but to day, 

1 We may always find time to grow old. 


— nn... 


8 
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SONG LXIL 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs - 
Wh That e'er gave ſhepherd glee ; 
Not May-day, in its morning-dreſs, 
Why i Is half ſo fair as ſhe ; 
198 Let poets paint the Paphian queen 
1 | And fancy'd forms adore ; : 

| 

| 


Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more, 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, | 
Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 


On Sally's love-taught lip: 


But ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The ripe temptation ſhun ; | 
Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 


Like me you'll be undone, 


Once 


More ſportive than the kids I kept, 


| There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
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Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 


I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 

To ev'ry maid love- tales I told, 
And did my truth aver; 

Vet ere the parting kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at love and her. | 


But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 


And ſigh 22 away: 
Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee ; x - 
For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me, 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And firay'd I know not where; 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My lambkins loſt, adieu ! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


— — — „ 


— —„— 


. 
HE women all tell me l'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my glaſs 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'Il own ; 


And, if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 
F Altho? 


— 
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Altho' I have left her the truth I'Il declare; 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

That make it as good and as charming as ſhe, _ 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own : 
But, tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown 2 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime ; 
Vet lilics and roſes are conquer'd by time; 

But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſi pid when once *tis enjoy'd ; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment; defy ; 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love; 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends; 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ftrife ; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 
And a big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We 


( & J 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave. 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She had left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord; 
But my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't Rand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain; 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy ; 
Should you doubt what 1 fay, take a bumper and try. 


a * , 
— — — — 
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SONG LXIV. 


\ T © longer let whimfical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms, of the 
fair; it 
I appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I refign ; 
For tho? there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine; 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile; 


*T'is the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile, 
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Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, - 

And the more I behold her the more I admire ! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me When beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage ! 
Tis the tranſport of youth; *tis the comfort of age; 
But what are the joys of the bottle, or bowl ? 

Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures of the ſoul ! 


A ſot as he riots in liquor, will cry, 
The longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


From this fair confeſſion, tis plain my good friend, 


You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry ! 


From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt ſpring ; 


Nay, the Stoics muſt own 1t—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford ; 
For a time it will make one as-great as a lord ; 


But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 


And I'll love, dear ſex—aye, as long as I can, 


hk. 
—_— 1 


SONG LXV. 
* belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things» 


W ho trip in this frolicſome round, 
Pray tell me from wheuce this indecency ſprings, 
be ſexes at once o confound? 
What 


at 
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What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to-perplex ; 


Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not tare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dear girls. 


| The girl ho on 3 depends for ſupport 


May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat n 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade. 

But you on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 

dhould ſlily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air, — brave girls. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 

Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem, by the artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you. 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal—ſweet girls | 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure; 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we ll pay, 

Ai; o ur empire is ſolid, and ſure ; 


F 3 But 
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But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 

And put us in fear of our lives, | 

You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts; ps; 
But believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls, 


——_—_— 
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SONG LXVI. 
ELL 7 pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
wain | ; 
To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs crofling the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the month it was May) 
Shall Iventure to aſk you fair maiden which way ? 
Then ftraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile in her look, and a leer in her eye, 
I came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And 375 gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you 
now ? | 95 


J hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 
I would ſee youſafe home, (now the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve. 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, 1 own, 
But I ſee no great danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too; 
And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such an one as me, miſizels, we never would path 


e) 


art) 
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Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then: 
And Tue often heard ſay, there's no minding you men: 
You'll ſay and unſay, you'll flatter, and wWoo; 


Then leave a young maiden, the firſt thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd ; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride; 
To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain : 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 
But the very next morn to be ſure they were wed ; 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town? 


_——. 5 — 


SONG LXVIL 


O Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn * 


Thy preſence can eaſe me, 
| When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or thro? the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


'The woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 

Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 


When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. 


4 That 
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That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 

Pm faſh'd wi” their ſcorning 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander my (ell, 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 


But quick as an arrow, 


| HFaſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour *till that happy day, | 
When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, ſing and 


play. 


. 
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SONG LXVII. 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill, and ſome meadows—(a freehold 


eſtate) 


A well meaning miller by labour ſupplies 

Thoſe bleflings that nature to grand ones denies g 
No paſſions, to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
For he's honeſt tho daub'd with the duſt of his mill, 


Ere the larks early carol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 
n s of care, 


He cheerfully whiſtles, re 
Or ſings the laſt ballad he 


— 


ught at the fairs: 
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While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſlate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom e'er fill, 


Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 

At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 

Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food ; 

And, tho” ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 
He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill 


= — — — 
SONG LXIX. 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
W prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 
plain; | = 
I'd kear his ſoft tale, then declare twas amiſs, 
And I often ſaid No, when I long'd to ſay Yes, | 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 

Oh! * theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than their 
fleece; | a 


I could hardly ſay No, the' aſham'd to ſay Ves. 


Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grove ; 
He * my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his 
ove; NE | 
Then tenderly aſk'd, if Pd grant him a kiſs ? 
I delign'd to have ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid Ves. 


At 
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At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt, 


Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt ; 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs ; 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to fay Yes, 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

I ne'er was fo happy as ſince I'm a wife; 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt die all old maids, if you will not ſay Yes. 


— = — 
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SONG LXX. 


8 E E the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 


Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 


Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the godlike youth advance, 
Breatk the flutes, and lead the dance; 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


7 1 
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SONG LXXL 


7% gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With Heav'n born tints of Iris bow; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe, 
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Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
That from the tulip can ariſe, - 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin head. 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs . 
| Are wrought in nature's various robe; | 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
; Your virgin dignity 0'er-pow'rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe, 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 
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SONG LXXII. 


T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And 't may be they dwell there ſtill, _ 

Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 

They kept a ſmall farm and a mill 0 
But fully contented with what they did get, 

They knew not of guile or of arts; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 

And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtrait, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe ; 
Her teeth were milk white, full ſmart was her gait, 


And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe; : 
| All 


| 1. 
All thick were the elouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, N 


A child, wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door; 


Its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd. 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt ; 


| She chaf'd him all over, he ſmil'd as he lay, 


She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt ; 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize ? 
Why love, the ſly maſter of arts; 

No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings, and his darts. 


goth he, I am love; but yet be not afraid, 
Tho” all I make ſhake at my will, 
So good, and ſo kind, have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my {kill ; ; 
My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſill? 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown-hill. 


——___ _—_ 


| | SONG LXXIII. 
HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 
To what ſecret grove or cave ? 


Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, | 
rom the young, the gay, the brave; 


The? 


id, 
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Tho' with arg. airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still ſhe- longs and ftill ſhe burns; a 
Cupid — li e Hayman's archer,- 

Whereſoe er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guides us not, 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer ; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. — 


O diſcretion, thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mamma's miſtake; 
Stint inflam'd by baiting fuel, 
Always careful and awake; ; 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


hm 


SONG LXXIV. 


O nymph that trips the verdant plains 
With Sally can compare ; 


| She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 


F; And rivals all the fair; : 
4— The 
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The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While ſuramer ſeaſons roll ; 

But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, _ 

Her preſence bids the god of day, 
With emulation glow ; 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 
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The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, (while he ſwells his note) 
The ſweetneſs of her voice; | 

'The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. | 


The am'rous youth her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale ; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 


Is tuned to Sally's praiſe, 


79 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 

When! forget to love. 


—v— 


SONG LXXV. 


HY heaves my fond e ah! what can ĩt 
mean? 

Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene? 

Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 
near; 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 


'The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh her face ; 

Each moment I view her, n:w beaaties I find; ' 

With her N I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by ber 
min ; 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 

There native good- humour and virtue reſide; 

Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply, 

With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die, 


I * * * — 
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SONG LXXVI. 
HE laſs of Peaty's mill. 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In { 1 of all my ſkill, 
tn ſtole my heart away. 


30 


When tedding of the hay, 

| Bare-headed, on the green, 

Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth ; 

Breafts riſing in their dawn ; SED ; 
To age it 1 give youth, 

To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro all my ſpirits ran 

An ecſtacy of bliſs, | 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 


Without the help of art, | 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd ; 
Her looks they were ſo mild, * 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd ; 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. e 


Oh ! had I all that wealth 2 
Hopetoun's high mountains fill, * 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, a p 
And pleaſures at my will ; | 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, 54 
Should ſhare the ſame wi me. 


f * 
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ReciTATIVE: 2 
TO Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, 
A bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be fred $3619. #7} *73% 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain g 


Alx. 
Whilſ to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince, by thee, 
I firit was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 
I'll tell, apon the topmoſt ſpray, 
Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 

And, in my priſon, learn'd from thee 

To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care; 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; © 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills,. © - 
To thoſe which he, poor captive! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his liberty, 


"op So 
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SONG LXXVII. 


RrCITATIVE. 


T HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, "8 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 

- Loud fings the black bird thro' reſounding groves, 

And the ark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 


Alx. 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds 
ll warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em my 
| loode | 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn ; 
What concert is equal to that of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at vain, 
Jo cover no ſafety can find ; 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, * 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. * 
O'er rocks, and oer rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we corn; 
Stout rey nard we'll follow until that he die; 


Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 
| | And 
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And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. | 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack twas in vain that 
he fled, . 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn ; I 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn, 


— * 
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SONG LXXIX. 


TO ſpeak my mind of womankind, 

In one word 'tis this, | 
By nature they're deſign d 
To ſay and do amils, | 


Be they maids, be they wives, 

Alike they plague our lives ; 

Wanton, headitrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and g give men pain, 


Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief, "their delight; ; 
And if we mould prevent, 
At one door, their intent, 
They quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


G 2 s ON 
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'$ONG LXXX. 


lu ſwiſtly ye minutes, till Cothus receive 


| The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
give; ; | 


The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove; 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain; 
The molt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave; 
Love and wine, give ye gods! or take back what ye 
gave. . 


* ey 
. 
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| SONG LXXXI. 
| V Y blifs too long my bride denies ; 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies ; 


Nor yet the wintry blaſts I fear | 
Nor ſtorms, nor night, ſhall keep me here. 


What may, for ſtrength, with ſteel compare 
Oh! love has fetters ſtronger far; | 

By bolts of ſleel are limbs confin'd, 

Bat cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer, then, perplex thy breaſt; | 
When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt ; 
Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay ; 
Away, my jeſſy, haſte away. 
SONG 
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9 ONG LXXXIL.. .. 
OVELY nymph, afſwage my anguiſh ; 
8 At your feet a tender ſwam 


Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He not long need ſue in vain ; 
Prince of ſong, of dance and ſports—you 
Scarce will meet his like again, 


” 
* 
— 
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SONG LXXXIII. 

WI ENI drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul; 

To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 

Ever fair, andever young; 

When full cups my cares expel, 

Sober counſel then farewel; 


Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep | k 
All my ſorrows to the deep. Pong | 


—B 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus. ever gay, 
Leads me to deligkhtful bow'rs 
Full of fragance, full of flow'rs, 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


LY +7 


When I drink the Low! profound, 


Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain 
When from goblets deep and wide 

I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, - 

All my ſoul unbends—I play, 
Gameſome with the young and gay. 


w—— Lo A— 


SONG LXXXIV. + 


N O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 


Wich Sally can compare; 


She wins the hearts of all che ſwains 


% 


And rivals all the fair 


The beams of Sol delight and chear 


While ſummer ſeaſons roll; _ 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the foul. 


| When from the eaſt the morning ray, 


Ilumes the world below, 


Her preſence bids the god of day 


With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the ſiſter fair, 


The lark but firains his livid throat, 


To bid the maid 3 a wot 
Aad mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
Tho ſweetneſs of her yoice: 


” 
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The fanning Zephyrs round her fk 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 
And ev 2 flow'ret ſeems to lay, . | 


I but Sally bloom. 


'The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, ' 
From morn to eve their tale; ay bf 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame | 
Make vocal every vale; 
The ſtream meand'ring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys z | 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Hally's praiſe. | 


No mote ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport ; | 1 25 |: 

No more ſhall guſh e purling rill, J | * 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 3 

Nor flocks look ſnow- like on the hill, | 
When I forget to love. $ | it 


— — — — 


s Oo NG LXXXV. 


— [2 : 3 6 
” . 
. 


ReciTATIVE. 1 


ARK, the horn calls away; 
A Come the grave, come the gay ; 
ake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of * and ariſe. 
WV | 4 
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From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn | 

The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 


And the floods and the vallies reply. | 


Our fore-tathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encoun'tring the hart and the boar, 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 


: Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 


Tho? in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 

Still let our's be the prey of the feld. 
With the chace full in fight, 
Gods! how great the delight! 

How our mortal ſenſations refine! . 
Where is care, where is fear ? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 

And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 


" - 
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Now to horſe, my brave boys : 
Lo! each pants for the joys | 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 
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A Dawnof hope my ſoul revives, 
A And baniſhes deſpair ; 


f yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care, 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove 

Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love, 


Thus, in a fecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn d, 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden Damon's well known face 
Lach riſing fear diſarms, 


He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
Ble links into his arma. 
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Ho has e'er been at Baldock muſt needs 
know the mill, Ag 
At the ſign of the horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau, 
Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go, 


- hs 


ll This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 
1 With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 
TLauhat once on the ever-green bank as ſhe ſtood, 


1 
1 I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the flood; 


. - looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake ; 
For Venus, tho' fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill; 


== 2M rn ES EE - 
2 2 — 2 — —_— 
———— — FꝗZ— 
— — et 


— hy nt een — — 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 
To enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay: 
HFad Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had ſav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies ; 


r ——— 


— 
——— — .. — — — 
— wro=emp—ya———c_—, 


— —_ 
4 
. 


Since firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 

I can never be quiet but do what I will, 2 
All day and all night J ſigh, and think ſtill 

I call die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 
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'FES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear I can't tell how 
The pleaſmg plague ſtole on me: 
Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel ;. 
"Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


— 


Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman; 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
Tis both perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
Of Celia altogether. 5 
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Xx 7 OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
| To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you; 
8 15 each ſide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the molly ound, ; 
Sultry Phabus ſcorching round. 
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Way 192 1 
Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch' d Ger i hillocks, fleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe ' 

The fair does al! alone repoſe. 

All alone; yet in her arms 

| Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing you ſhall own, 
'The joys of love are joys alone, 
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4 SONG XC. 

Y fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, | 
| Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gays 
That each night they went ſafely to reſt, A 
And they merrily ſung thro” the day: 

But, ah what a ſcene muſt appear? 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear ? 
. Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, , 

And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? _ 
Mutt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 

And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide? 

Muſt religion expire on the ground, 

And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide? 
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N ©, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way ; 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal att diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

'Tell her the r ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array d, ; 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine 

But aſk the lovely-pantial mite, f 
What are his notes compar'd to thine? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, | 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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HERE was a maid, and ſhe went to the mill, 
; Sing, trolly, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo. | 
The mill turn'd round, but the maid ſtood ſtill, 

Oh ho! did ſhe ſo? did ſhe ſo? 
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The miller he kiſs'd her, away ſhe went; 
Sing, trolly, &c. e 

The maid was well pleas'd, andthe miller content; 
Oh ho! was he ſo? &c, 9 


He dane d and he ſung, while the mill went clack ; 


Sing, trolly, &c. 


And he cheriſh'd his heartwith a cup of old ſack, 


Oh ho! did he ſo? &c. 


— . ed 
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By THE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 


That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only only wiſh to ſee. 
But how, my DeL1a, will you meet 
The man you've loit fo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in ablence frame? 


Thus, DELIA, thus I paint the ſcene, 


When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between : 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. But 
— | 
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But if the dream that ſoothes my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If I am doom'ld at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 
All Jof Venvs aſkis this, | 
No more to let us join, | x 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, | 5: ' 
To die and think thee mine. | 


* 
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HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat ; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, | 
That damp'd fair virtue's fading light, 
The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ſtore ? 
To this blett iſle they ſteer 
Soon the Parnafhan choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
Aud Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy monk has left his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
Hark! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſhe receives a thouſand woands, 


If ſhielded not by thee, 
| SONG 


| 7 ] 
„ done er. 

N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 


The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 


grow. 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves comps 710 WS Bi 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and tairies, unſeen, Janc'd around, 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, though young Maya be 
ha, * | 


Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air; 


But Sus iE was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Mappte, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sus tik was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


That mama's fine daughter, with all her great 
dow'r, ; | 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four : © 

Then ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 


The witty, ſweet Susi his miſtreſs might be. 
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"TIS a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are 


| twain, 
Since TyyRs1s neglected the nymphs of the plain, 
And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows along, 
To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong, 


What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a flame; 
In my heart it was love, in the youth's twas the ſame ; 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide, 
But who ſhould love meſt was our conteſt and pride. 


But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us Love not too 
well, | 
« For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 
«. And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on its ſide, 
«© The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mocher muſt chide,”? 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore, 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more; 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind ; 
So ] put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind. 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid ; 
If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your care; 
Condemu the God Cui, but bleis the fond pair. 


HI SONG 
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JN ſtory we're told 


| How our monarchs of old 

i O'er France ſpread their royal domain; 

i But no annals can ſhew | 

Their pride laid fo low, | 

Li As 9 great George the Second did reign, brave 
oys! 


Of Roman and Greek, 
Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
How their arms the old world did ſubdue; 
Thro' the nations around, 
Let our trumpets now ſound, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys 


Eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 
Our cannon's loud mouth, 
Shall the rights of our monarch maintain: 
On America's ſtrand, 
Amherſt limits the land, | 
And Boſcawen gives law on the main, brave boys! 


Each port and each town 
We full make our own; 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, 
| And Quebec's mighty fall, | 
Shall prove we've no equal in war, brave boys! 


| Though Conflans did boaſt, | | 
9 - He'd conquer our coaſt, | 1 
Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute; Brave 
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Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
Then bounc'd on his prey, 
And ou him an Engliſh ſalute, brave boys? 


At Minden you know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals ; 
Tho' they cry'd Britiſh bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels, Morbleu! 


While our heroes from home 

For laurels now roam, 4 
Should their flat-bottom'd boats but appear ; ; 

Qur militia ſhall ſhew 

No wooden-ſhoe foe, 
Can with freemen in battle compare, brats boys 1 


Our fortunes and lives, | 
Our children and wives, 
To defend is the time now or never; 
Then let each volunteer 
To the drum head repair; 
King George and Old England for ever, brave boys! 


— 
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EAREST Kirry, kind and fair, 


Tell me when, and tell me where; 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 


When We (us ſhall . again ? 
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6 ſhall STREPHoN fondly ſee 
canes only found in thee? 

Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 

All the happy live long day : 

Deareſt Kirrty ? kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell me where? 


All the happy day, tis true, 


Bleſs'd, but only when with you, 


Nightly SrRE THOR ſings alone, 

Sighs till HyYMex makes us one. 

Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 

When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
KiTTyY's trembling hand to mine ? 
Deareſt KiTTy ! kind and fair, 
Tell me when ? — I care not where. 
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E AR ChTOE, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 


Jam not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 


Then prithee dear ChLox, be kind; 
For fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers Pl ne'er be confin'd. 


Coun 
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Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 


Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 


Or the grain that rich Sicily yields ; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be afking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear CHLOE, is thine ; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent: « 


But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 


Will always with few be content, 
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F K1TTy beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 


Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 


With little rage inflam'd: | 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reftraint, 

Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 

Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenxr friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


H 3 
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What has me better, pray, than 175 


What hidden charms to boaſt? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 


Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try ; 
Fll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fondneſs prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
KiTTy, at heart's defire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
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EAR MorLLy, I love you, I hope there s no 
harm in that; 


For you are ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, 


that 
Whenever I ſee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, 
And I'm grown has and dry, who was once ſo ſleek 
and fat. 
Save me, ſave me, dear Mor Lx ſave me, 
Or I will hang myſelf, if you'll not have me. 


I'm grown a meer floven, who once was a flirting 
My fine coal black hair-is chang'd to a r dirty mop 3 
My face is grown parch'd, __ an over-done mutton 


cho | 1 
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That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 
Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 
E'en juſt as brown and dry looks your poor DAvr. 


When firſt I was aſk'd to take tea with my Mol Iv 
; dear, | | ' 
I put on my Kerry-ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd . Shave me, do you 
hear,” Pg. 3% 4 
And PFll give you ſix-pence to drink out in ale and 
beer. 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Mor L vel 
have me. | | 


Then ſtraight to the place of appointment I hurry'd 
me, » 
Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo wor- 
ry'd me, | | 
That from that moment I thought of no other ſhe, 
And now moſt humbly I crave you my bie to be. 
Crave you, crave you—Oh how I crave-you, 
For my bride from this i.our, dear MoiLy I 
crave you. | | 


Then if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 
Iwill your huſband be, and never leave you; 
My ſirname is DoE, and my chriſtian name DAT 
And when we are married we'll go to Glenavy, 
Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy ; 2324 / 
Then who'll be ſo happy as Mor Tr and Davy? 


= 


> Oo MC 


ee EE NE IT 


104 

hed RY SONG CI. 

Des beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 

And whilſt a falte nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported his head : GY 
The wind that blew over the plain 

To his fighs with a ſigh did reply, 
And the brook in return to his pain 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was, | 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had dy d: | 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a p'e iſure too great; 
J liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


How was I to+believe, 
bBhe could doat on fo lowly a clown! 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
Io forſake the fine folks of the town: 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


What tho? I have ſkill to complain, 

Tho' the Muſes my temples have crown'd 2, 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins ſit weeping around? Ah 
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Ah Colix! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign; : 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, _ *, 2 


Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 

Who ſorrow to lee me betrzy'd, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, | 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 

Tf thro? the wide world I ſhould range, ; 
Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 

T was her's to be falſe, and to change, 
*Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


Tf while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground; T1 

The laſt humble boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew 3 

And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 2 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day; 
While Cor in, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 
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ESOLV' p, as her poet, of Cer1a to ſing, 
> For emblems of beauty I ſearch'd thro”. the 


ſprin 


To flowers Df blooming compar'd the ſweet maid, ; 


But flowers, tho' blooming, at evening may fade: 
Of {unſhine and breezes, I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold. 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue 

While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glittering 
thro? ; | bo 
'Tho? to rival her charms can they never ariſe, 
Yet methought they look'd ſomething like-Cs114's 
| ſweet eyes. ; 

Theſe beauties are tranſient, but CeL1a's will laſt, 
When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn are paſt; 
For ſenſe and good humour, no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my CELI A enlivens her charms. 


At length on a fruit-tree, a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 


1 1d then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my prayer, 


This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate feature, and raviſhing ſmell, 
Be her perſon's dear emblem; but where ſhall I find 


In nature & beauty that equals her mind! 
This 
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This bloſſom now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall; 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe 
By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 


80 CeLi1a, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 


By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 


_ 2 — 
— 
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1 Made love to KATE, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 

Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me: f 

I met her on the green in her beſt array, , 

So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away ;z © 

Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame? . | = 5 5 

Had ”_ been in my place, you'd have done the 
ame, 


As J fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, | 
Quoth ſhe, P11 marry you, if you will marry Kare 
But _ I laugh'd, and fwore I lov'd her more than 

9, | ' 
For ty'd each to a rope's end, tis tugging to and fro: 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs d, were we — to blame ? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 
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Kar x loſt the game, 93 ſhe play'd in joke; 
t 


When up and, down, from town to town, 
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Then ſhe figh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond*rous ſick, 
Diexr Kar led, Kar ſhe led Die; 
Long we toy'd and play'd, under vonder oak, 


For there we id, alas! what I dare not name, 
Mad you been in my place, ms have done the 


ſame. 


* 
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SONG CV. 


1 deareſt life, were you my wiſe,” 
How happy ſhould I be; 
And all my care, in peace and war, 
Should 8 to pleaſure thee. 


5 jolly ſoldiers rove, 
cle my queen, in Chaiſe Marine, 
move like queen of love. 


Your love I prize beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 

Wouldſt thou agree to follow me 
In humble bag gage car; 

For happineſs, o' in diſtreſs, 
In. ſoldiers wives is ſeen, 

And pride in coach has more rep 


Than love in Chaiſe Marine. 
Qh do not hold your love in gold, 


Nor ſet your heart on gain; 


| 3 the great with all their ſtate, 


Their lives are care and pain: 7M 
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In houſe or tent I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee, 

And ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it merril y. 


Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's flaves, 
Wo lead ignoble lives, 
Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 

Who fight none but their wives; 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 

And ev'ry ill defy, Y | 
Should but the fair reward our care 

With love and conſtancy. 


If ſighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 

Can win your harden'd heart, $f 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, - 
Then take a ſoldier's part; | 

With fife and drum, we ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war. 

Then don't think mean of Chaiſe Marine, 

'Tis love's triumphant car. 7.4 


8 ONG Cl. 
W HAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 
Can blame me from dropping a tear, 


Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since SYLVIA no longer is here ? 


My 
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My flocks, if at random, they ſtray, 5 
What wonder, ſince ſhe's from the plain? 


Her hand they were wont to obey, 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwain. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd - 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There ſweet by my ſide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray ! 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm 
Which before had been hid from my view! 


And while arm was enfolded in arm, 


My lips co her lips how they grew! 


How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 


Till the hours of retirement and reſt ! 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſs'd, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt! 


No changes of place or of time 
I felt when my fair one was near, 
Alike was each weather or clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year, 


In Winter's rude lap did we freeze? 


Did we melt on the boſom of May ? 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work, or to play. 


She 
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She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the kind gods could impart, 
She was nature's moſt beautiful tak, | 
The deſpair and the envy of art. 
There all that is worthy t prize 
In all that is lovely is dreſt;  _ 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


— 
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OW littie do the landſmen know, 
1 Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel ; 
No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout; 
We'll make the monſieurs right us, 
So toſs tne can about. | 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 
Then France have at your firſt-rates, 

For Britons never ſhrink ; 
We'll rummage all we fancy, - 
We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Mor, and Karte and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors, 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys 

And then to ſea tor more ; 
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In peace we'll drink and fing, boys, 
n war we'll never fly; | 
Here's a health to Gzor ct our king, boys, 
And the royal family. "SINE 
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SONG | CVII:. 
A SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet, 


That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear SUSANN A's fair. 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro? the grove ? 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare,. 

Let pride in ſplendour ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Sus ANNA mine. 


SONG CIX. 
ASE me not how calmly TI 
All the cares of life defy ? 


How I baffle human woes? 
Woman, woman, woman knows, 
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You may live and laugh, as I Me 
You, like me, may cares dots. Hg 
All the pangs the heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman cures. 


5 Aſk me not of empty toys, - 
Feats of arms, and drunken joys ;. ; 
I have. pleaſure more divine, ; 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 


Rapture more than folly 8 
More than fortune e er beftows ; 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd kelds, 


Woman, woman, woman yields. 


Aſk me not of woman's arts, 

Broken vows and faithleſs hearts, 
Tell the wretch, who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman hves. 


All delights the neart can know, 

More than folly can beſtow ; | 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings, 
Woman, — woman brings. 


SONG cx. 
ntented, Iam, and contented I'll be, 
For hes can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably ſit on my knes, | 
And a cellar with liquor well ſtor'd, 


My brave boys, 
ou I. M; 


—— 5 DO > OI po — — = * = 


. 

My vault door is open'd, deſcend” every gueſt, 
Tap that caſk, ay, that wine we will $5 
Tis as feet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her checks to the eye. + 


In a piece of lit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
»Twill light us each bottle to hand, 

The foot of my glaſs I on purpoſe have broke, 
For I] hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand; 


Aitride on a butt, as a butt mould be ſtrod, 
I it my companions among, 

Lixe grape-bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow 8 got, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong, ' 


We are dry where we ſit, tho! the ooning drops ſeem. 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 

From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte tom 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs, 


My cellar's my camp, my ſoldiers, my aſks, | 
All glonioufly rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
20: ods kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


Icharge glaſs in hand, and my empire maintain, 

No antient more patriot- like bled; 

- Each drop in defence of delight J will drain, 
Au myſelf for my bucks Pn drink dead. 


Sound 


e 


Sound that pipe, tis in tune, and thoſe b ins ate xe 


View the heap of Champagne in your rear; 
Yon bottles are Burgundy, fee how they're pil'd 
Like artillery, tier over tier, | 


'Tis my will when I die, nct a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic JaceT be grav'd on my ſtone, 
But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 
And write, that Hts DRINK IN is done. 


R * 
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7 HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight and my 
pride, | 

{ always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide; 

1 dwell on her praiſes wherever Igo: 

They ſay I'm in love, but I anfwer, no, no. 


Ld 


Atevening oft-times with what pleaſure I ſee 

A note from her hand- I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, 
But ſay not *tis love, for 1 anſwer, no, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its; ſtrain, 
Again I ery Jenny, ſweet JexxnY again; 
I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I would grow, 
But ſay not *tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 
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She tells me her faults, as ſhe ſits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo, 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho” ſhe anſwers no, no? 


From beauty and wit and good humour how I 
Should prudence adviſe, and compe] me to fly; 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make baſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or {til} I'll ſay no. 


—_ — = — 
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SONG CXII. 
gr E women and wine there is nothing in life 


That can brive honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 

care, 

Dear women and wine only cure it. 


Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and 
vine, | LS 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them ; 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſfings divine, 
W hilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear 
Jack, n | 
To heighten our am'rous fire 5 
Our girls plump and ſound ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 

And gratify all our deſires. 
N EY SONG 


1th. 


and 


dear 


ack, 


N G 
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$ ON G CXII. 
Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, . 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, | 
And my hills are white over with ſheep: 
I] ſeldom have met with a loſs WES 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains are bordered with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood-pidgeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll fay 'twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne er could be true ſhe averr d, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
I lov'd het the more when heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phyllida ftray, 
And where are her grots, and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys-as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


of WW 
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SONG CXIV. 
LL in the Downs our fleet was moor'd,. 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O! where ſhall T my true-love find? 


Tell me, ye jovial ſailonm, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails — your crew ?- 


4 


Wiltiam, who high, upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the Pillows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He fiph'd and caſt his eyes below, 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as . on che deck he an 


So the ſweet lark, hi b pois d 3 in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
He drops at once into her neſt, 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William' $ lips n kiſſes Freed. 


us ” 
- 


O Suſan! Sufant lovely dear! ws t : 5 | 


My vows ſhall ever true remain 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again, 
0 e as ye liſt, ye winde, my heart Wall * 
üchful * _ Kill "Oy to thee, 


Believe not what the Iandmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 77 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 


Yes, yes, believe them when they tell you ſo. 


For thou art preſent where ſoe er 1 go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; | 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: | 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wake in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Thoꝰ battle calls me from thy arms, 5 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn 
Tho" cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return : | 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word. 


; *'Phe fails their ſwelling boſomsſpread ;- ' 


No longer mult ſhe ſtay on board; : eck 


They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 


Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to lands; +: A 


Adieu l ſhecry'd and wav'd her lihy hand. 
11k NG 
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HURSDAY in the morn the nineteenth of May 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety- two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of day, 
The lofty ſails of France a mages. AY 42 1 
All hands alott, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
Let fly a Culverin a ſignal for the line 
Let every man ſapply his gun, 


Follow me, and you'll fee, 
That the battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd ig" 
To meet the gallant Ruſſell in combat on the deep , 


He led a noble train of heroes bold, 


To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth afpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 
And mighty fate ftood looking on, | 

Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 

Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Rifing-ſun. 


_ Sulphur, ſmoke and fire, diſturbing the air, 


With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſnore; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 
o ſee their lofty ſtreamers now no more: 
At ſix o'clock, the red the ſmiling victors led, 


k if „ a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow; 


ow death and horror equal reign, 
Now they cry, run or die, 
| Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


14 1 


Zee they fly amaz'd thro rocks and funde, 
One danger the at to ſhun the greater fate : 
p In vain —— ery for aid to weeping lands, 
The nymphs and e mourn Their loft ſtats y 
or evermore-adieu, Wee Riſing-Sun, 51 
rom thy untimely end thy maſter's * n * 
Enough, thou mig] Be god of war 
Now we fing, s the king, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh tar. 


+ AD? 0 ; i noel PS — * 8 A f * 
SON G CXVL 8 
, Greedy Midas I've been told, n 
; That what you touch you carat to gold 3 


O! had I but a pow'r like thine, 
I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, - © 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 
And — in the at the mighty change, 


native ee — COTS 9" 
7 
Nor ſhould there any dare to 3 N 
Unto my mantling ſparkling vine, e 
But firſt ſhould pay their rites to me, _ 
And ſtile me * God of wine. 


* dear Amaryllis young Strep hon had long 
: | Declar'd his fix d paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong ; 
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went, one May morning, to meet in the ©. 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs 2 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, - 
And doated on each can a lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, then, changing his ſtrain, 
Tis fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain! 
The ſun was commanded te hide his dull light, 
And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd downright 
"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, - 
But never to change can a lover. do more ? , 
: 55 3 133 211 $79 B08 ffs 76: * GY 1 2 ny j 
Cleora, ithapp'd, was by accident there; 
No roſe-bud fo tempting, no lily fo fair: 1 
He preſo d her white hand- next her lips he eſſay' d; 


Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the maid: 


Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more. 


s ON G CXVIIL. 55 
NE evening Good Humour took Wit as his 


ueſt, 5 
Re ſolv'd - indulge in a ſenſible feaſt ; | 4 
Their liquor was claret, and Friendſhip their hoſt, 

And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſn'd each toaſt, 
Detry down, down, down derry down. 


E 2 
But while, like” true bucks, they enjoy'd their de- 


For the joy y of a back lies in love, wit, and wine; 1 | 


Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud knbeck, 
And the watchman hoarſe bellow d, Bas _ ele 
o' clock. 
e down, mn. | 


ui T 55 162 
They nimbly ran 4 the Aiſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they brought the impertinent hound ; 
When | broopht to the 5 
pleas d, 
To ſee twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz d. 
Derry down, ** | r 


* C # * 


His glaſs, was his lanthorn, his ene as his 2 

And his ſingle lock dangled a-down his ſmooth 

My friends, quoth he, coughing, I e fit to 
knock, 

And bid you he gone; for tis at twelve o'clock, | 
Derry en, . | A l 


1 
. 84 } "4 . 213 1 4394 41 & 


Jays the venan's woch n on this advice fix, 


Though nature ſtrikes twelve, folly Kill points to ſix. 

He longer had preach' d, but no longer they'd bears 2 

80 hid him, at once, in a * of clarer, - 
 _ . &. | 


ght, how r much N Po 


tt I ©] "% 
This is right, call'd out Wit ; while you're yet in your, 


111 Prime. 2 8 
bh There's nothing likeclaret for killing of Time: 
4 Huzza, reply Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or impertinent tell us tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
. 5 


oy : 


ij Since Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think, 
Bx this maxim we're ſure of our time when we. drink : 


Witch bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be nk? 
Nou we re certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
10 3 Derry down, &c. | e 
. | 
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'C INC E pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but ajeſt, 
Y tn ite of micforrane, Eli laugh with the 


> 
— —— 


IDES 
== 


Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, | 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll keep up the chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 


c ͤ ·— ‚˖‚ 0 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 
No rivet Mall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul; | 

If care, or ill-nature, ſhould come in myreach, 
And foaming with rage, like a methodiſt preach ; 
6 While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
ll trip up their heels and cry ba-ha-ha-ha, | 
4 | 9 | K To 
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To 4 happ „Tu. laygh as the minutes advance, : 
Mirth! play ' thou the fiddle, I warrant III dance 10 
=p. — the muſic will float in ef alx, © ! 
f Lucy, my good-temper'd Lu there; $ 
She knowing my boſom quite free from a Raw, | | 
Will; join the ſweet tune of 1 8 , 


PH laugh through the world, 83 of 
For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 

I'll make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, © 
Look overhis ſhoulder and long for a taſte; IM 
Then, 3 while your boſoms are free from a 


hat — the gay chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 4 
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SONG CXX 


H E tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 7 
And * thinks of a hogſhead whene'er the ſees. 


For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt ] 

Reſolve to forſake her, or elaret den-: 

Mult I leave my dear bottle, that was always my 
friend, 


And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end? 


Muſt I leave it for her, *tisa very hard taſk; 


| Let her go to the devil, bring t'other full fac. 


Had 


| k 6 1 
Had ſhe tax d me with gaming, and bid me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to one Thad ent her an ear; 
Had ſhe found out my Chloris up three pair of ſtairs, 
I had baulk'd her and gone to St. James's to pray'rs; 
Had ſhe bade me read homilies three times a day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to ſay, 
But at night to deny me a cup of dear red, 
Let her go to the devil, there's no more to be ſaid. 


n—_— * 
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8 ON G cxx!. 


is ms and with hounds I awaken the 
ay, | 
And hie to the wood-land walk away; 
IT tuck up my robe, and am buskin'd ſoon, 
And tye to my forchead a wexing moon; 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhooting and hooting we pierce through the ſky, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. , 


„ 


SONG LXXXIX. | 
* E medley of mortals who make up this throng, 


Spare your wit for a moment, and hit to my ſong, 
What you would not expect here; my wit ſhall be new, 
And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſhall be true. 

Sing tantara-rara, ruth all, truth all. RY 
[ Not 


— 


t 127 lx 


Not a toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper chan mine; 
Send your laſſes to me, and you Il ſpare all your coin; - 
The ladies alone will pay dear for their skill, 
For if they will hear me, their tongues muſt lie ſtill. 

Sing tantara-rara, mute all, &c. TIE 
Tho' revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, _ 
Yet they practice all day what they ſeem to deſpiſe, 
Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, — 
Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world is a ball. 
Sing tantara-rara, masks all, &c. e 


The parſon brim · full of October and grace, 
With a long taper pipe, and round ruddy ſace, 
Will rail at our doings; but when it is dark 

The Parſon's diſguis'd, and led home by the clerk. . 


The kerce roaring blade; with long ſword and cock d 


hat, a | 4 
With blood he'll do this, and zounds he'll do that; 
When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 
And ſhows that his looks are but masks to his heart. 


The beau that acts the rake, and will talk of amours 
Shows letters frem wives and appointments from 
whores ; © . 
But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diff race; + 
For how would he bluſh, thould he ccme face to face. 


The 


* 
9 , 


Will talk of .their country and Jove ts Wes, kings; 
But the maſk will drop off, if you ſhake but the pelf, 
And ſhow. king and country allcenter'd.in ſelf. 


With an outſide of virtue, miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak you are rude: 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho'virtue ſhe's none, 
And perhaps ſhe's careſs d by the coachman, or John. 


With a grave mask of wiſdom ſay phyſie and law, 
In e e there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
. 3 
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big, 
Aud you find you have truſted a full- bottom d wig. 


'Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheat; 
But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue, 
You firſt c eat yonrſelves, then the devil cheats you 
Sing tanrara-rara, that's all. 


a. — * 
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SONG CXXIL 
P HILLIS, as her wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
Gaily talking with her ſwain, 5 
Into her hand he ſay ſlipp'd in, 
Tol, lol, lol, lol, | 4 
A full glaſs of briſk. champagne. 


Why 
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Why ſa coy, ſaid he, and fickle, 
Muſt I always figh in vain ; 
Muſt I never hope to tickle, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Your ear with a merry rain ? 


Long have I been toſs'd and fretting 
Like a ſailor on the main ; 

Sure, at length, *tis time to getin, 
Tol, lol, &c. 4 
To the port I hope to gain. ö ; 


Hearts you take delight in ſtealing, 
Of new conqueſts ſtill are vain : P 
Torture others, whilſt I'm feeling, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of pain. 5 


Won at length, ſhe liſtend kindly 
And from love could not refrain; 
So in the nick the nymph was finely, 

Tol, lol, &c. 
Fitted for her cold diſdain. 


— — 
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SONG CXXIL. 


BY > and ſaint Patrick, going home late un 
night, 
About — in n the morning, I was put in a fright; 


K Comes 


—— — ———  _— 
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Comes a dog in a doublet, ftripp'd all to his ſhirt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in the dirt, 


Then firing his piſhtol direct on my faiſh, 


Stand ſtill, you damn'd dog, or you're dead on the 

plaiſh : 3 
De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 
For ne'er was dear joy in more ſorrowful caiſh. 


Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 
Your rogueſhip one day will at Tyburn be try'd : 


If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 


He will ſwear, joy, upon you his Majelty's peaſh. 


Thus threaten'd he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, | 


I'll not hurt thee at all but preſent me thy money. 
My money, dearjoy, 'tis Teague'sſoul—he's undone; 
Well e'en take it all—for by Chreeſht I have none. 


— 


SONG CXXIV. 


— E virgins attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence attend to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old Maid, 
But get marry d as fak as you can. 
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As ſoon as you find 

Your hearts are inclin'd 

To beat quick at the ſight of a man; 
Then chooſe out a youth 
With honour and truth, 

And get marry' d as faſt as you can. 


For age like a cloud, 

Your charms will ſoon ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 
Then maids, make your hay, 

While Sol darts his ay, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
Will arrfally take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan ; 
But baftie the ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 

Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame fall 

Ne'er harbour the ſtings 

That jealouſy brings 


continue to fan ; 


But be couſtant and bleſs'd while you can. 
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SONG CXXV. 


N days of yore, when on the plain 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
17 Cynthia's borrow'd ſilver light, 
If cer your grandames did amis, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was lady Mary ever known 

To toy with Celadon alone; 

Did avarice her boſom fill, | 
With paſſions ſtrong for dear quadrille ; 
OFdid her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


If once too ſmall her ruff me wore, 


Her petticoat too ſhort before; 

Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 

She us'd the arts of red and white; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew 

Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


But far more happy days enſue, 


Ihe Britiſh dames of fixty-two 


Are not afraid of rigid elves, 
They know no guardians but themſelves ; 


The tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me, nor think the leflog rade, 


Since 
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Since preſent times are juft as bad, * 
And ev'ry one at pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 
Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


oooy 
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s ON G cxxv. 
TY THER day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade, 


Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembled—T bluſt'4—a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; 
The ſhepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then prythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded-———No more | 
But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, - 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore. | 

My lambkins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill : 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. | | 


E 
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When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade, 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho? the dear ſhepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will ; ; 

There's ſomething ſo ſwee: in the buſtle it makes 
I'll die ere I bid it lie till, 


SONG CXXVII. 


| IN penance for paſt folly, 
bl A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
|. _ Sworn foeto melancholy, 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; 
Wich cockle ſhells on hat brim, 
Staffs, beads and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Befirting of a pilgrim, 

Begging for charity. 


With unſhod feet he traces 
His way through wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 
| In hopes ſome roof to ſee ; 
| But when that he could find no 
Houſe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 
To it for charity. 


— — — 
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But now when moſt dejected, 
Kind heaven, when leaſt expected, 
A maiden's ſteps directed, 

Whence come you, Sir, ſaid ſhe? 
Full many a weary ſtep, ſweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare feet. 
O could I, by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, Iſee you're quite ſpent, 
Yet what Ifay is well meant, | * 

Pray lodge to- night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 5 
No ſpeeches, Sir, while I live, 
If I have ought I can give, 

*Tis given in charity. 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 

And calld her love and ſweeting, 

With many a tender preeting, 
So kind a heart had he. 

Kind Sir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 

*Tis time you were retir'd, 

Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd, 
But lent in charity. 


Eq 


My tenement is brittle, 
And is, I fear, too little, 
Ir fits me toa tittle, 

So in at once went he. 
Through many a town and city 
I've been, and Ol] the pity, 
Ne'er met a room ſo pretty, 

Nor ſo much charity. 


Nine days he paſt in clover, 


So well he play'd the lover, 
She thought it too ſoon over, 
And will you go ? ſaid ſhe. 


But, gentle Pilgrim, ſhould you 


Return, you know I would do 
As much as woman could do, 
To ſhew my Charity. 
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SONG CXXVI. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE feitive board was met, the ſocial band, 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent ſtand, 
My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule; | 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 


Were Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care begone, here ſadneſs is a ſin. 


Air! 


1 37 ] 
Arr, 


Tell me not the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great: 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
I was born for them alone: 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine, 

Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, ' 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay ; 
Gaily let the minutes fly, | 

In wit and freedom, love and joy; 
So ſhall love and life be mine; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


ht. 8 


* 


| SONG CXXVII. 
H AIL England, old England, for glory re- 


nown'd, 
In arms, as in arts, ſo tranſcendently crown'd, 
Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break; 
*Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake z 


"Tis 
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Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point 
the lance, 


And bid the bold cannon hurl thunder to France. 


Cnorus. 


Huzza ! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons ; to conqueſt 
purſue ; | | 
For the trumpet of vict'rys uplifted for you, 


Hark ! truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail ; 

The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 

Thy cunning, O. France, its own fate will decree ; 

Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea; 

And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 

To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 
Huzza, &c. | 


Britannia rejoices your ardour to ſee ; 
My ſons, fight, ſhe cries, tis for freedom and me; 


Tho' Gallic ambition alliance explore; 


You've conquer'd them now, whom you've conquer'd. 
before; | 
And triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 


The ocean is George's, and George is our king. 


Huzza, &c. 


$ONG 
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SONG CXXX. 


O I far from town a country ſquire» 
An open hearty blade, | 
Had long confeſs'd a ftrong deſire 
To kiſs the chamber maid. 
One ſummer's noon quite full of glee. 
He led her to the ſhade, 
And all beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
He kiſs'd the chamber maid. 


The pes ſpouſe, from window high, 
| he am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 

And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 

_ _ been the chamber maid ; 
en all was o'er, r Be 'd, 
Kind fir, I'm OE k - Ee 

That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd her chamber maid. 


The ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought 
- 'That ſhe might not upbraid, 
And inſtantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd the maid : 
'Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree 
Her ladyſhip was laid, 
And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe 
Juſt ike her chamber maid, 


Nex 
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Next morning came the parſon's wiſe, 
For ſcandal was her trade, 
I ſaw your ſquire, ma m, on my life, 
Great with your chamber maid: 
When, cry'd the lady, where and how ? 
III ſoon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber maid. 


This falſhood, cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 
Twas I chanc'd there to make a ſlip, 

And not my chamber maid ; 

Both parties parted in a pet, 

Not truſting what was ſaid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 

The pretty chamber maid, 
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 $ONG cxxx. 


I F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon' urge his claim, 

He feels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho! fighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love eontemn ; 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But flight the in ward gem. 


Poſſeſſion 


"TY 


poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 
But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind 1mproves with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip' ning fruit appears. 


May heaven and Silvia grant my ſuit, 

And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flower ! 


— — » — 


SONG CXXXI, 
DIE U ye groves, adieu ye plains 


All nature mourning lies; 
See gloomy clouds, and thickning rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring skies: 
See from afar the impending ſtorm 
With ſullen haſte appear; 
See winter comes, a dreary form, 


To rule the falling year. 


— — 
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No more the lambs with game ſome bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd light; 

No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or ſylvan ſcenes delight: 

Thus ZzPHALIN DA, mach lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; 

The roſe muſt droop, the lily fade 

And winter ſoon prevail, - 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 
May rife on active wing; 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving Spring : 

But youth, my fair, ſees no return; 
The pleaſing bubble's o'er, 

In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 


They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear girl, that time improve 
Which art can ne'er regain, 
In bliisful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diftinguiſh'd ſwain; 
$9 ſhall life's Spring, like jocund May, 
Pats ſmiling and ſerene ; 
Tho“ Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXI. 
IC K of che town, fair Delia flew 


To Contemplation's rural ſeat ; 

Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great : 

The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 

All theſe the had 'twas mighty well; 
But yet the wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again | 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
niet of heart, and peace of mind: 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill ; 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill, 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd ; 
T was all ye fair, an idle tale, 

Delia at length became a bride, 

A bride to Damon of the vale: 
Behold at once the gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind ;,—and from that hour 

Each place a paradiſe appear'd, 

A nd Delia wanted nothing more. 


SONG 


While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 


* 
SONG CXXXIIL 


E warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To cheer me your harmony bring ; 
Unleſs, fince 15 ſhepherd is gone, | 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing ; 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will throw, 


Seems kindly to pity my woe. 


Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe ; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe ; 
Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abſence we mourn ; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 
He roves, and will never return. 


As gay as the ſpring is my dear, 
And ſweet as all flowers combin'd ; 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can cheer, 
Ah! why then, like winter unkind ? 


Unkind he is now I can prove, 


But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only is cruel to me. 


SONG 
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s ON G CXXXIY. 


AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 

8 Dear mercenary beauty, 

What annual off ring ſhall I make 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who flights the giver ? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give——and let em: 
If gems or gold impart a joy, 
I'll give thera—when | get 'em. 


I'll give but not the full-blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud more in faſhion ; 

Such ſhort-liv'd off*rings but diſcloſe 
A tranſitory paſſion: 


ll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs fincere, than civil: 

PII give thee—— Ah! too charming maid, 
III give thee to the devil, | 


L. $ONG 
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SONG CXXXVs 
HII. E gentlefolks ſtrut in their filyer and 


ſattins, | 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and pattens; 


Vet as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ſing o, 


As they at their opperores outlandiſh lingo ; 
Calling out, bravo, ankcoro, and caro, 
Tho'f I will ſing nothing but Barilemew fair o. 


Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds 
| driving, 
Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary ſtriving ; 
Shrill fiddling, ſharp fighting, and ſhouting aud 
ſhricking, - 
Fifes, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow-girls 
ſquearxing, | 
Come my rare round and ſound, here's choice of 
| fine ware o, 


Though all was not found ſold at Bartlemew fair o. 


There were drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhowing 
| of poſtures, 
With frying. blaek puddings, and op*ning of oyſters ; 
With falt-boxes ſolos, and gallery folks ſquawling; 
The tap-houſe-gueſts roaring, and mouthpieces 
bawling. | 2 
Pimps, pawnbrokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 


Bau ds, bailifis, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers, 


and tay lors. 


35 8 Here's 
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Here's Punch's whole play of the gun: powder plot 

Sir, 2. 

With beaffs all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, 

| Sir $ f 

Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the black on the wire; 

The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire, 

Here's the up-and-downs, who'll take a ſeat in the 
chair o? | 

Tho? there's more ups and downs than at Bartlemew 
fair O. 


Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 
The chaiſe without horſes, and queen of Hungary; 
Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come 

who rides, Sir? | ; 
Wine, beer, ate, and cakes, am befides, Sir, 
The fam'd learned dog that can tell all his letters, 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betters. 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble mong 
gay things; 

Our perſons like children are tempted by playthings; 

By ſound and by ſhow, by trath and trampery, 

The fal-lals of faſhion, and Frenchify'd frumpery. 

What is life but a droll, rather wretched than rare o? 

And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew fair o. 
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SONG CXXXVL 


THO! pox of this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 

And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 

Their face, and their air, and their mien, what g 
rout ! 

Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 
They dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 
But we, honeſt fellows —'{death ! who'd ever think 


Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 


"Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows; 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes ; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to fing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as a king, 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


SONG 
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S Cori rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 

To hear the wood choriſters warble and ſing, 
Young Pa=Bt he ſaw there ſupinely was laid; 
And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid. 


Of all my experience how valt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count ; 
Was ever poor damſel ſo fadly betray'd, X 
To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid? 


Ye heroes, triumphant by land ood by ſea, 
Sworn vot”ries to love, yet unmindful of me z 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 
Will yon ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue, 
Can do what you pleaſe, both with right and with 
wrong; | 
Can it be by law or by equity ſaid, 
That a comely young girl ought to die an old maidF 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe is kill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very lick, of remaining a maid, 


ba 


For if I had you, I might {till be a maid, 


And once, when the parſon had ended his pray'r, 
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Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 
Who aniwer no end, and to no ſex belong ; 


Ye echoes of echo, and ſhadows of ſhade, 


Poor Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief like a kind-hearted ſwain 
And PnÆBE well-pleas'd is no longer afraid 
Of being negleRed, and dying a maid. 


— 
3 — — 
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SON G CXXXVIII. 


HEN tutor'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes 

ſaid, | 
There's money bid for thee, girl, hold up thy head; 
She laid out my work with a houſewifely care, 
And making a mark, bid me ſtick a pin there. 


The humour ſo pleas'd me, however abſurd, 
"That, 'in ſpight of my teeth, it became a cant word g 


J could not help calling out, ſtick a pin there. 


He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd; 
His pardon I aſk'd, but my ſorrow was feign'd; 
And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 
I lily Roop'd down, and did ſtick a pin there. 


I ne 
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I met my dear Jack in a field of new hay, 
He kiſs'd me, and teas'd me with amorous play; 
A green gown he gave me, and ſwore it was fair: 


Hold, firrah ſaid I, would you ſtick a pin there? 


He often attempted to rifle my charms, 
As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms: 
But ſooner or later he'll baffle my care, 


For Jack is the lad——but ftick a pin there. 


— 


— — 


SONG CXXXIX. 
HEN Oxyazus went down to the regions 


below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eu R VD ICE free. 


All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon ſo wiſe 
Should ſo rafhly endanger his life, | 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurprize ! 

When they heard that he came for his wife, 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old PLuTo long puzzl'd his brain; 

But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gaye him his wife back again, 


L4 | But 
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But pity ſuccceding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again, in reward for his art : 
Such power had muſic in hell! 
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SONG CL 


AIR Heme I left with a cautious deſign, 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em 
in wine : = 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
'The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
. weigh'd, 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 
That Hes was faireſt of all that was fair. ” 


That's a truth, I reply'd, I've ho need to be taught, 
I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with HEBE would forfeit my name: 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darteth thro' each throb- 

| bing vein, , 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 
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SONG CXLI. 
OME, cheer up, my lads, *tis to glory we 


ſteer, 
To add ſomething more to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves 
For who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves ? 


1G AY 6 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men, 
We: always are ready, | 
Steady, boys, fleady ; ; 
Nell fight and we'll conquer again, and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay} 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; EF. 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
"They'll frighten our women, our children and beauss 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get oer, 
Still Britons they'll find, to receive them aſhore. 


We'll = make them run, and we'll till make 
weat, 
In ſpite of tlie devil, and Bruſſels gazette ; 


Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, | 


Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


112 SONG 
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SONG CXLH. 


OME, jolly Baccxvs, God of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure : 

Leet none at cares of life repine, 

1 To deſtroy our pleaſure: 
Pill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
8 'That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and ſing, without controul, 

To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Baccnvs, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 

That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure; 

And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 

And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


SONG CXLIII. 
E Gods, ye gave to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favour 


To be the comfort of my life, 
And I was glad to have her; 


7 Bur 
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But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 
To obey your will at any time, 

I am ready to reſign her. 


| 


4 
{ 


it 


SONG CXLIV. 


F all ſtates in life fo various, 
Marriage ſure is molt precarious 3 
'T'is a maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding 
"Tis an action fo ſevere, 
That nought but death can ſet us clear; 
Happy's the man from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty : 

Were men wary 

How they marry, | | 
We ſhould not be by half fo full of miſery. 
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SONG CXLV. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a loyer no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught 


That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught» 
The 


I 
The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
eye, 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh ; 


But roſes and lilies, and fighs paſs away, 


And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar, 
Tho' there's muſic in both, they are both apt to jar 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, ; 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from: your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at comntand, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will. | 


Be gay and good-humonr'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
mind | . 
"Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And HEN ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


— 


SONG CXLVI. 


N the white cliffs of Albion, ſee Fame where ſhe 
ſtands. 


| And her ſhrill ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring 


| lands : 
Of the natives free-bern, and their conqueſts ſhe ſings; 


The happieſt of men with the greateſt of kings. 
Ho Goa 


( 19773 
Georct the Third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory 


repeats, BE 
His undiſmay*d legions, invincible fleets ; 
Whom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Since-e'en death for their king they with ſcorn diſree 
gard. ; 


O ! but ſee a cloud burſts and an angel appears! 
'Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears! 
« Say Fame, (cry'd che maid) is't not time to give 
& o'er, 
With fieges and famine, exploſions and gore??? 


His juſt right to aſſert hath the king amply try'd, 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide ; 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunders be hurPd, 
But leave him to me, and give peace to the world, 


Tis done, and great GOR OE is to mercy inclin'd, | 
The bleſt _ is gone forth for the good of man- 
ind; 7 
Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 
And our king is a Briton—deny it who dare. 


(To I and KErrer let bumpers next 
mile, | 
And to all our brave troops who have taken Belleiſle ; 


May they meet juſt reward, and with courage ad- 


vance, 


Still to humble the pride and the power of France.) 
| Charge 
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f 1538 1 

© Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to 
the king, 

To the duke and the princeſs, and make the air ring ; 


May the days of great GroR O be all happy and long; 
And the man ſtill be right Who yet never was wrong. 


— 
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SON G CXLVII. 


HERE's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever } 

Y Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 
'Three whole days are gone for ever, 

Since you ſaid you'd come to-morrow. 
Tf you lov'd but half as I do, 

You'd been here with looks fo bonny : 
Love has fiying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling'ring lazy Joh NN T. 


What can he be now a doing? 
Is he with the laſſes maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly 5, 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow... 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 

Fl not plague myſelf to chide thee, 

Nor diſpute with her a feature, + 
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But I can't, nor will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow. . 
I may loſe the time to marry, 
If I wait beyond to morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If I'm yours away no longer; 
If you won't another'll have me, 
I may cool, but not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
- Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 
Bleſs'd another lad may make ye, 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow, 


— — 


SONG CXLVII. 


E world, my dear My RA, is full of deceit, 
f nd Friendſnip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſ-em that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found. 
O! Friendſhip, thou balm and rich ſweetner of life, 


Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ftrife ; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſions, the j.ys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend; 
Our joys when extended will always encreaſe, 
And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace: 
| When 
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When fortune is ſmiling what crouds will appear, 

Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip fincere ; 

Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 
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SONG CXLIX. 


OURE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 

J know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 

But my mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a nun, 


Don't you. think it a pity a girl ſuch as I 

| Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry? 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 

And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better, to me, I declare; | 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
Nay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


10 
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Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear! 
Nor yield to be ſent to——one cannot tell where ; 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one, 

i Nay [ ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


El WR 4 SO I A. 


TR 
— — 
— 
— — 
— 


1 ag 


Perhaps 


_— © i ER —_ yo 
"= V7 = 


- — mes cdI_ = I er en 7 
"= } — 

_ — 
9 = * 


— — 


— 
2 
— 


L 161 1 
Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure Were ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will ru 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be à nun. 


ReciTATIVE. 


S tink'ring Tow thro'th' ſtreets his trade did cry, 
| He ſaw his lovely SYLv1a paſling by; 1 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely wail ; | 
fon with up- lifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſt. 


AIR. 


| Oh'SrLv1a, while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you (teal our hearts, 
You take our duit, and teal our hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwelis among the duit with you, 
And dwelis among the duſt with you. 


Oh lovely SYLvia, eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you Hole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Gave me my hears you tols again. 


M 


me n 
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SYLv1a advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
10 She heay'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as ſloe, 
10 And look'd diſdain on little folks below; | 
To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, Jonx. 
. AIR 
118 Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry crowd oppreſt? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
'The youths ſhall languiſh and admire 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, 
iy my duli-cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. 


— 


_ 


—_ _—_— 9 „„ —_ A. 4 "IEF Lat... Md »”" „ 4 hed _—_ 


$ONG CLI. 


ROM the man whom 1 love, tho' my heart I : 
diſguiſe, | | 


I'll freely deſeribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow, 
A. peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon. 
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As a vulture rapacious, in falſchood a fox 3 
Inconſtant as waves; and unfeeling as rocks ; 


As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word, to ſum up all h's talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather, 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a traw,  —© 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 
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Dis GENES ſurly and proud 
Who ſnarPd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, | 
Becauſe in good wine there 1s truth ; 
But growing as poor as was Jos, 
And unable to purchaſe a flutk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 


And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Hezaclirus would not deny _ 
To tipple and cheriſh his heart, 
And when he was maudlin, would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart ; 
Tho? ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, | 
That he wept at men's follies and vice, 
'Twas only his faſhion to drink | 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Me | Daus- 
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D uocxrrus always was glad 
0 Of a bumper to cheriſh his ſoul, | 
And would laugh like a man that was mad, 
| When over a good flowing bowl; | 
As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, a 
il The liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
i And when he was drunk as a lord, 
% At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 
Cor ERN Ius too like the reſt, £6 
" Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 3 
And fancy'd a cup of the beſt | 
Made rea on the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine e ſrepleniſh'd his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel, | 
And fancy'd the world, Ike his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel, 
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Anis rorrr, that maſter of arts, 
Ii d been but a dunce wi haut wine, 
And vhat we aſcribe to his parts, | 
Is due to the juice of the vine; : 
His belly, molt wri.ers agree, 8 F 
Was as big as a Watering- trough; 
He therefore leap'd into the lea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 
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1 Old PLATo was reckon'd divine, 


W ; N . 
lik He fondly to wiſdom was prone z. ; 
i But had it not becn for good wine, 
4 His merits had never been knowne - 
1 By 
Wl | 
11 3 
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Gy wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings, 


— — 
| SONG CLIL. 


E AR the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free hearted fellow attends on his mill : 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſey hue o'er his face, 

And honeſty gives e*en to aukwardneſs grace, 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and fing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king 
After 2 eating, he takes a full ſwil 

Of liquor home brew'd, to ſucceſs of his mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid; 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year ; 
He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote, 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 
He hates oor proud place-men ; A 25 what th 

Will, 

They neꝰ er can ſeduce the ſlaunch man of the mill. 


- 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hop es that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid; a 
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VER And over the meadows he ſcatters 
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[HA Fe fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 
il And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace; 
9 Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength and 
| have {kill x 8. 
To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


10 With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 


And if water is ſcanty he takes 7 his fork, 
is hay, 
Or with the {tiff plough turns up furrows of clay. 


10 His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 


'That his country may ever be happy and free; 
With his * and his heart to king GBOROEH does; 
| e fill | : 
And may all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill. 
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SONG CLIV. 


H E lilies of France, and the brave Engliſhroſe, 
Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhews ; 
But our Epwarps and HEN RVS thoſe lilies have 
torn, 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have borne, 
To ſhew that Old England, beneath her ſtrong lance, 
Has humbled the pride and the glory of France. 


What would theſe monſieurs ? would they know 
Es how they ran, | | 
Only look at the annals of glorious queen Ax xx: 
Wo 


8 
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we beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 


When MaLrBRro” and Russ L enjoy'd the command : 


We'll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 


Old England deſpiſes the inſults of France. 


Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
And threaten invaſion to England's fair coaſt ; 
We bid them defiance, ſo let them come on, 
Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done; 
Monſieurs, we will teach you a new Engliſh dance 
To our grenadiers march, that will frighten all - 
France. 


Let's take up our muſkets , and gird on our ſwords, 


And monſieur ſhall find us as good as our words; 


Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and huzza for our king, 

Then welcome BeLLEer1sLE, with what troops thou 
can'ſt bring: — 

Huzza _ Old England, whoſe ftrong pointed 

, lance 


Shall humble the pride and the glory of France. 


$ONG Cl. 


O take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand 

That language of lovers, who dare not de- 
mand, 

And then with another as cloſe and as dear, 

Yau've made him believe his happineſs near, 


Then to tell him, then to tell him, ; 


Then to tell him a tale of a cock and a bull, 
That you meant no ſuch thing, but was playiag the 


fool, | 
M 4 The 
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il The tread on the toe, to admit and be free, 


|] And ace ap to reply with the toe-repartee ; 

100 To expreſs with your eyes your inward deſires, 
1 And thus with full hopes to kindle his fires, &c. 
FA [ When he wants to diſcloſe what he dare not reveal, 
160 | When he looks very filly, and means a great deal, 
104 When he thinks, (if e'er thinking ſhould enter his 
l brain) 

1000 You'll grant him his wiſh, the eaſe of his pain, xc. 
eee 

| 10 To let him inraptur'd proceed on to bliſs, 

100 To ſuffer the ſnatch or the theft of a kiſs; 

10 When coyneſs retreating, unwillingly flies, 

| If 1 When ſighs anſwer murmurs, and eyes tak to eyes, 
i Then to tell him, Ac. | 

Wl. | . 
0 4 - . _ 
1 | | 
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1 Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
N Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 
| i} 1 „„ eat 3 


| With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
| But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
Derry i, downs 


His work he purſu 'd without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pint of rec threads for his "IP 
Till Curip, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a ſewſirels' s bodkin deſtroy'd his Lias. 


"il | 


l, 


1s 


bill, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he 


One whom no one eſteems three ſhips of 5 lauſe ? 


1 169 ] 
No longer a birthnight affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure * 


His bills, he contrives not with tems t II;; 
them to 


Hell. | 


 Cvy1D pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Whoe'er finiſh'd without firlt beginning his /uit F 
He viſits the ſemſtreſs with awkward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs; _ - 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle; 
For ſhe, lack-a-day, was as ſharp as a needle. 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg*'d he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The Fates ears ſhould ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


Do you think, cry'd the ſemſtreſs, I'll take for 
ſpouſe, 2 

Advance in your favour whatever you can, 

A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The ee parte with lying, intreating, 1 

And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear repeat» 

ing - - g : 1 

A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 
Was juſt like a needle without any thread, 
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When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
„ ery d, | a | 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide 
Tho? to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 


She might always be ſure of a geg at the fire. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble! 

And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her 
 thimble. 

Tho' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 


That (I know not how it was) he cabbag d her heart. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went; 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 
None but death could the c6njugal knot have unty'd 3 
For cro/5 legg*d together they ſat till they died. 


M————— 
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| SONG. CLVIL 
a OME, my bucks, let's to-night be devoted to 
| drinking, => . 
'To-morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thinking; 
Inſpir'd by Bacchus, I'll fing to his praiſe, 


And crown with the bumper, inſtead of the bays, 
; Sing Tantararara Bucks all. 


From Bacchus our name is, tho' ſome ſay fromJove, 
For he was the firſt (like a buck) who made love; 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa he turns, . 
And bequeath'd to the man he ſhonld marry, his 


horns, 
orns Tis 


( 274 ] | 
"Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
wives; | 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to 


roam, 
Each wife, a true buck, dubb'd her huſband at home, 


Had the ſon of fair Thetis, inftead of the brine, 


| Been plung'd over head in a hogſhead of wine, 


He'd have march'd among mortals ſecure from all 
evil, | 


A buck, when he's drunk, is a match for the devil, 


But why ſhould the ancients {till fill up my lays? 
"Tis fit that a modern, a modern ſhould pleaſe. 
With claret my roſy-crown'd temples Il *noint, 
And a health take to him who firit drank a half- pint. 


Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but grows 
2 | 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing, 
Nay, would Phœbus but drink like an honeſt good 
fellow, | 


Like Bacchus we'd honour his buckſhip Apollo. 


What are miſſes, the muſes, to nine mouldy caſks? 
Or the tea-table's ſplendor, to ſplendid full flaſks ? 
What is Pegaſus good for? Yes, he ſhall be mine; 
Tl keep him as porter to fly for my wine. 


when" 
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( 72 ] 
Tn daiſy: decked meads, when the birds whiſtle 
round, * 

How ſhrill is their muſic, how ſimple the ſound ? 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, ' 
And a good fellow's order, Boy, fix bottles mores 
l Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape beſtow 
A ſix-bottle ſound, or a ſix- bottle ſhow ? 


Could I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I'd try, 


Who firſt ſhould give out, faith, the bottles or I. 


This tuning and piping no longer I'll bear it, 

What's all pipes of muſic to one pipe of claret ? 

By my ſoul, bucks, I love it, and why, would you 
od know ? | 

Drink only as I've done, you'll all like it too. 


F "ROT Fa * — 
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SONG CLVIII. | 
\ K 7 HE N Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 


mirth, | 
With vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 
Tho” nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 
Some, drunk with his bounty deny'd to obey. 
| | | | Derry down, &. 


He harnaſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, lord Pan led the horſe; | 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in ſight of the foe, 

And ſtruck them all dead, without ftriking a blow. 


'T was 


SE 6s. 4 
Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in 4 
fright,. | | 230% 
For he lily. ftole into their camp over night; 
And while they lay ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch matter, 
He drew off their wine, fill'd their flaſks up with 
| Water. : * 


Next morn when they woke, and their bottles 
pull'd out, | « | 

The firſt gulp they took pat them all to the rout; _ 
They trembled from monarch to meaneſt mechanic, 
From whence comes the phraie, to put men in a panic, 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
Well jodge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
Could you with mere water march fearleis to war? 


The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
As much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 
He was ſure of the viciory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drauk but to conquer, and conquer to drink, 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only drank water, 
Great Cæſar was drag gꝰd tu the ſenate- houſe laughter 
Had they drank what they ough, they'd have dropt 

their deiign, 8 
And no more ſpliit his blood, than we bucks ſpill 
our Wine, NEE: 
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"Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth, 
Kepy conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth, 


On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend, 


He, who flicks to his bottle, will ſtick to his friend. 


"Tis wine (like the ſun) that invig'rates our heurs, 
Wine blooms our complexions, as Sol blooms the 
flow'rs; 
And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads his bright 
rays, - | 1 
$0, we 2 in full chorus, chant bright claret's 
Pau. bg | 


Mark each roſe, when the ſun's from the horizon fled, 
Shuts: his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his 


head ; | 
When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 
come, 


Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 
ſkulks home. 3 


D un Py —_ — 
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H O' I love you, yet think not my judgment 
ſo weak | | 746 
To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe dimpl'd cheek; 
The black curling locks which your white neck inlay, 
Your love-pouting hips, or your eye-darting ray : 
„Tis not for thoſe charms which ſo common are ſeen, 
Tis ſomething more ſecret, but gueſs what I mean. 


Platonics 


F991 

Platonics corporeal embraces diſdain, 
Their mental enjoyments no paſſion profane 
The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 
Yet {till fleſh and blood will meer fleth and blood want; 
Each ſex ſighs for more to ſee and be ſeen, _ 
What more is't they ſigh for? who—gueſs what I 

mean. | 


Can a dinner's warm ſteam fill the hungry with 
cheer ?, 2 
Or the ſight of a bank dry up poverty's tear ? 
The jingling of guineas, or fame of a feaſt, 
They care not to hear of, unleſs they could taſte; 
*Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, | 
But what he can taſte of, that's—gueſs whatI mean, 


We wiſe-ſeeming mortals, five ſenfes retain. 
In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain; 
One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours all the reſt, 


As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, fee, ſmell or tate 5 


But to touch is the point, —yet I'll not be obſcene, 
For to touch is no more than to—gueſs what I mean, 


How ſweet the ſenſation ! how thrilling the bliſs, 


. When brealt joining breaſt, we blend ſouls in a kiſs ! 


Al: madneſs the lover, the fair all delight, 

E:'ry ſenſe then in one extatic unite ; | 

What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes? why-——here drops 
the ſcene, 5 | 

Tis ſomething that's certain, · but gueſs what I mean. 


SONG 
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T St. Oſythe by the mill, 
j There lives a lovely laſs ;. 
Oh! had I her good-will, _ 
Ho gaily life would paſs ! 
No bold intruding care 
My bliſs ſhould e'er deſtroy, 
Her {miles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten every joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 

Her artleſs beauties charm ; 
Like them with. joy ſerene, 

Our wiſhing hearts they warm :: 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
- Steals every ſenſe away; 

The liſt ning ſwains around 

Forget the ſhort' ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth and eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are; 
She gives them power to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care; 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 
Reierv'd my future ſhare, 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, 
And graut it all in her. 


$ONG 


[7] 
SONG CLXE 


Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a tall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, 
and hall, 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate: 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf happy, 
If at night he could purchaſe a jug of brown nappy ; 
How he'd laugh then, and whittie, and ſing too moſt 
ſweet, | 
Saying, juſt to a hair I've made both ends to meet: 


But love, the diſturber of high-and of low, 
That ſhoots at. the peaſant as well as the beau; 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart, 
I wiſh he had hit tome more ignoble part: 


It was from. a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That the ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way: 


He ſung her love-ſongs as he ſat at his work, 

But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: | 

Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would. 
fleer, | 

Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair :. 


Ws 


8 
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He took up his aw! that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himfelf was reſolv'd; 
He pierc'd thro' bis body inſtead of the fole, 
$0 the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll. 


And now in good will I adviſe, as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end : 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's paſt, 


That love brings us all to an end at the laſt. 


— ——— 
s ON G CLXIL 


USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, . 
Could'ſt thou fip and ſip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſnort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſt' ning quick to their decline, 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Tho?” repeated to threeſcore ; | 
Threeſcore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. INT 


hb ———S_———— 
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SONG CLXIII. 
DY the gaily circling glas, d 
We can 7M how 2 paſs; 
By the hollow caſk we're told 1 


How the waining night grows old: 


Soon, 


E 179 f 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 
Drives us from our ſports away. 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care! *twas made for you. 
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SONG CLXIV. 


LEST as th' immorta! gods is he, 
The youth who fondly its by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile ! 
So ſpoke the eaſtern maid ; 
(Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms} 
That in Cizxcass14's vineyard ſtray'd, 
| And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms.. 


A thouſand fair, of high deſert, 
Strove to inchant the am'rous king, 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
CLarinDa thus our ſong inſpires, 
And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt lays ; 
But while each charm our boſom fires, ; 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe. 


Her mind in ev'ry grace compleat, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human ſkill ; 
Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
Let ſeraphs ſing her if they will. 
=> - 
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Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 


They all that's perfect in her view, 


Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, + 
To whom an adoration's due, 


— 1 
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OME all ye young lovers, who wan wick 
deſpair, | th 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair. 
Who puff up their pride, by, enchanting their charms, 
And tell them 'tis heaven to lie in their arms; 
Pe wile by example, take pattern from me, 
For let what will happen, by Jove III be free. 


Young DarnxeT ſaw, in the net I was caught, 
Ily'd, and I flacter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 
I prefs'd her to.biifs, which ſhe granted full ſoon 3. 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon, 
She vow'd the was ruin'd ; I ſaid it might be; 
m ſorry, my dear, but by Jeve I'll be free. 


The next was young PuilLtis, as bright as the 
. morn; | 
The love that I proffer'd, ſhe treated with ſcorn, 
L laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind; 
Her pride and ill- nature was loſt upon me; 


For, in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove [ll be free. 
Let 


et 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 
Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage 
Like birds, they ſing beſt when put in a cage; 
Confinement's the devil, *twas ne'er made for me, 
Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove Þll be free. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and beautiful laſs, 
Who's yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool; | 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bees 
For in ſpight of grave leſſons, by Jove I'll be free. 


” 
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TRNORTH from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 


To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain, 


Fears and cares oppreſs. my ſoul ; 

Hark! how the angry furies howl ? 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad, 


Through the werld I wander night and day, 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes. 

In angry mood I met old Time, 

With his pentateuch of tenſes; | 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For time will ſtay for no man: 


In vain with cries I rend the ſkies, 
For pity is not common, 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 


Help! help! or elſe I die! 
Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman *gins to whiſtle; 


Chaſte Diana bends ber bow, 


And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle ; 


Bid Charles make ready his wain, 
To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night L heard the dog-ſtar bark; 
Mars met Veuus in the dark; 
Limping Vulcan heat an iron-bar, 


And fariouſly made at the god of war; 


Mars with his weapon laid about; 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout ; 


His broad horns did fo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


Mercury, the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood till to ſee the quarrel 
Barrel belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 

Beſtrid a ſtrong-beer barrel; 


Ta 
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To me he drank whole butts, | .Y 
Until he burſt his guts, | 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 

Poor 'Tom is very dry, 

A little drink for charity. 


Hark! I hear Actæon's hounds, 

The huntſmen whoop and hollow; ; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler,' Bowman, 

All the chace do follow. 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 
Eats powder'd beef, turnip and carrot ; 
But a cup of Malaga fack 

Will fre the buſh at his back. 


SONG CLXVII. 


HE that will not merry, merry be, 

With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 

May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, br 
And faſt bound to a pot. 


Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 


To be merry another year? 0 


He chat will not merry, merry be, 


And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in's purſe. 
Let him be merry, &c, 
| of 7 He 


RS Sh 
He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 
Let him be laid in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


Mi a —_— _ 
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H brimful of nothing? s the life of a beau! 

They' 1 nothing to think of, they've nothing 
to do; 

Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know, 

Such, ſuch is the life of a beau, &c. 


For nothing they riſe but to-draw the freſh air ; 

Spend the morning in nothing but curling their hair: 

And do nothing all day, but üng, ſaunter, and fare, 
Such, ſuch is, &c, | 


For nothing, at night, at the play-houſe they crowds 

To mind nothing done there, they always are proud: 

But to bow and to grin, and talk nothing aloud: 
Such, ſuch is, &c, 
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For nothing they run to th* aſſembly and ball, 

And for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 

For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've— nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 5 | 5 


For nothing, on Sundays, at chureh they appear; 
For they*ve nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to 
fear: | 
They can be nothing no where, who—nothing are 

here.; | 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 
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SONG CLXIX. 
* I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 


Let this be my fate in a fair country town; 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears 
away, . 8 


Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look 

With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or file, 5 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 


1 


May 1 govern, &e. | ; 


And clean, tho? coarſe linnen, at every meal. 
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With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 


Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before . 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon, nor teal, 


May I govern," &c. 
With a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming 


liquor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 


To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 


May I govern, &c. 


With courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And when Jam dead, may the better ſort ſay, 


f In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when 


mellow, 


He is gone, and han't left behind him his fellow ; 


For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer, and better as his ſtrength wore 
away, 5 | 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, 
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IN good king CnaxrESs's golden days, 
When loyalty had no harm in't, 
A zealous high-church man I Was, 


And ſo J got preferment. 
got p To 
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To teach my flock I never miſs'd, 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the Lord's anointed, 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, fir, 
That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
I will be vicar of Bray, fir. 


When royal Jams obtain'd the throne, 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 
The penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the declaration 
The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my conſtitution g | 
And had become a jeſuit, 
But for the revolution; 
And this is law, &c. 


When WII It AM was our king declar'd, 
To eaſe the nation's grievance 
With this new wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance ; 
Old principles I did reyoke, 
det conſcience at a diſtance; 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 
And piſh for non-reſiſtance 
And this is law, &c. 


When gracious Anne aſcends the throne, 
The church of England's glory: 
Another face of things were ſeen, 


And I became a Or, 
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Occaſional conformiſts baſe, 

I damn'd their moderation, 
And thought the church in danger was, 


By ſuch prevarication, 
And this is law, &c. 


* 


When GeorGe in pudding- time came ober, 


And mod' rate men look'd big, fir, 
J turn'd a cat- in- pan once more, 

And then became a whig, fir; 
And ſo preferment I procur'd 

By our new faith's defender; 
And always every day abjur'd 

The pope and the. pretender; 

And this is law, &c. 


Th'illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 


And proteſtant ſucceſſion, 
To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep poſſeſſion ; 
For by my faith and loyalty, 
I never more will faulter, | 
And Gonk my lawful king ſhall be, 
Until the time ſhall alter; 
And this is law, I will maintain, - 
Until my dying day, fir, 
That 22 ſhall reign, 
Il be the vicar of Bray, fir, 
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SONG CLXXL. 


QMF, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee: 


What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee, 


What pleafures are in ſtore for thee ; 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayelt beauties wear. 


The joyful birds in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 
For thee they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come Roſalind and Colin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine, 
My tender flocks avd all are thine, 
IH love and Roſalind be near, 

"Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 


Come, ſee a cottoge and a ſwain; 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ?. 
Can'ft thou-my love or gifts diſdaia ? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſay, 
For Colin calls, then hake away. 


SONG 


_— 


1 190 ] 
[ 94 
15 8 O N G . CLXXII. 


W HEN youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart 


From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart: 
My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 
{|| The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
1 Prov'd love and ſweet affection. V 


{/!) Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 

14 What could a ſhepherd do? 

And to ſubmit to ſad diſpair, 

if Was not the way to woo. 
At length I told the lovely maid, 

l Thop'd ſhe'd no objeftion | 
ll To talk (while round her lambkins play'd) 

Of love and ſweet affection. 


* 

| : 

| A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 

lil A bluſh devoid of guile, 

1 And what from me, can you expect?“ 

10 She anſwer'd with a ſmile. 
How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
„Through want of calm reflection! 

« Then don't my peace of mind invade 

« With love and ſweet affection.“ 
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Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join; 


My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 


My ſoul itſelf is thine. 

To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 

With love and ſweet affection. 


— —— 


SO N G CLXXIII. 
HO my features, I'm told, 


Are grown wrinkled and old, 


Dull wiſdom I hate and detelt ; 
Not a wrinkle 1s there, 
Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


When I look on my boys, 

They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I fee 

While the comforts I find 

In the kingdom, my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 

The laſſes came flocking a- pace; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 
I can do ſo no more— — 


Why then let my boy take my place. 
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Of our pleaſures we crack; 

For we ſtill love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 

Why ſhould we repine ? 

You've had your's, Pve had mine, 
And now let our children begin. 


SONG CLXXIV. 


He. As T, my love, thine eyes around, 


See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


Se. Damon, thou haſt found me long, 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale; 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove,, 
Not the. garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads where lovers rove,, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
1 Florella is not by. 5 
The, 


F 


She. Nat the water's gentle fall, | 
By the bank with poplars crown'd. 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, ; 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon 1s not near. 


: 


Both. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the cheerful ſeaſon gay ; 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May ; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


— — — 


8s ON G CLXXV. 


Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
J find that my paſſion's fo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs itill in my 
ſong, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, | 
Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe, 

I leep all the day to forget half my woes; 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


0 In 


— —— — ᷣ— 7 —— 


— — 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall We in my grave, 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will Have, 

And grant the petition your lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your ſlave, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 


Vour pretty black eyes for me. 


on chat happy day, when I make you my bride, 


With a ſwinging long ſword. hoy I'll firut and rit 
ftride ! 


In a coach and fix horſes with honey Þ11 ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
- Your little white fiſt for me. 


SONG CLXXVI. 


S H about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 


heart, 
While thus we fit. down on the graſs; 


The lover who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch who ſits watching his 111-gotten pelf, 


And wiſhes to add to the mals, 


Whate'cr the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The 
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The beau, who, ſo ſmart, with his well-powder'd 
hair, . | | 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; | 

And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with brafs, 
Tho? he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs. 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 

The ſick man a-while may confide in his kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
Buy turns take our bottle and laſs ; 
For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be bs an aſs, 
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 .SONG CLXXVII. 


Seek not at once in a female to find 
The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I n= ſtill think her true: 
3. +» Be 


g 8 


16 


Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
BY folly,” ill-nature, nor vanity, led, 

or indebted to paint, — for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, | 
For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt: 

May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 

Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 

Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And Fl Iove her forever, mean, if I can. 


* * 
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SONG CLXXVIN. 


& HE breed came forth frae the barn, 


And the was diting her cheeks; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets? 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? | 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 8 
Has e'en right muckle to do. : 
_ Woo'd and marry'd and aw; 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 
Jo be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 


What 
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What is the matter? quoth Wolly;; 
Though we be ſcant o' claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. 
The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles of woo; 
'We's fee a laſs of our ain, | 
And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed ! 

I had ne a plack-in my pocket, 

The day:I-was made a breeds! 

My gown was linſy-winſey, 
And ne'er a ſark at aw; 

And you ha? gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came frae the plough: 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer enough; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad ye ha', ye jade? 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came home frae the kye ; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha? had you, 
Had he known you 7 as I. 
8 » | 3. q ' | 
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For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 

Gin I ne'er ha' a better than you, 
Fle neer ha” ane in my life. 


Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſter, 


As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 

O, gin I married to-neet, 
Tis aw that I'd defire ; 

But I, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 

I did not care what came o' me, 
So I had but a gude man. 


— =_ 


SONG CLXXIX. 


T\Arewel, Ianthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd 
And fann'd love's kindling flame ; 

You gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydon's rich heir, 

Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 


— 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 

High woods, and tufted hills: 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 
- Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rills: 


7 


Adieu; 


u 


In hopes that reaſon there may ſend 


| e 1 9 | 
Adieu ; ye bring into my mind | 0 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, . 
When Iphis found Ianthe kind, | 2 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


Ere dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 


Where diitant mountains riſe, 


That aid ſhe here denies ; 
That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt, 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt, | 


<< dll. 3 
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SONG CLXXX. 


* 1 UNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his fighty . 

He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide; 

He pipes and he ſings, tho? I frown and I chide: 
I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, ſays No; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve z 

I aſk him, what favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow: 
What mortal befide him would plague a maid ſo f 


0 


2 


200 ] „ 


This breaſt-k not he yeſterday brought from the wakes 
And ſoftly entreated Pd wear for his ſake: | 
Such trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow z 

1 ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo. 


* 


SONG cLXXXI. 


AKS Chloe came into the room t'other day, | 
|  Tpeeviſh began, Where ſo long could you ſtay? 
In your life time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis'd at two, but—look, child! tis four 

A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels; 

*'Tis enough that *tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: 

A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear.— 

'Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. þ 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fali'n into my neck 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 
So ſaying, her bo'om ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 

And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 


O N 
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OW the happy knot 1s ty'd, 
N Betſy is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul, 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet! 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys. 
Girls as fair as lovely, Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ;. 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteit flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


— 


Tho” on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen 
Thoꝰ ſix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


. 
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And as chaſte as the ſilver-white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 17 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; | 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betty, fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the 'bowl, 
Revel all without controul ; 

May the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


* — 
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S ON G (CLAXXIIL 


1 2" E nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as day» 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May 5 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love: 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that-ſheds 

And receives gentle odours from flow'ry beds; 

Yet warm in affection as Phoebus at noon, 


And as lively as tints from young Iris's bow ; 

As clear as the ſtreams, and as deep as the flood; 

She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho” beautiful, good; 

The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 

She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flower, 

Whi.* treaſur'd for me, Oh! how happy was I! 

For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 
SONG 
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soONG CLXXXIW. 
JX7ITH ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen 


| are ſeen, ; 
For their 8 they arm, their religion, and queen. 
How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 
In defence of their freedom, their children and wives, 
Ve tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, . 
How ſhe us all our ſhores, and protects all our 

elds. | | 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules firong, _ 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our ſongs 


To liberty raiſe the high cheerful ſtrain, 1 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main, 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


a — 
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S O NG CLXXXV. 


| Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, | 
Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
When, with love's reſiſtleſs dart, | 
And her eyes, ſhe did enſlave me. 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
| She's fo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 


+ 
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5 But my jealous heart would break, | 


[ 204 J 
Melting joys around her move, 
Killing pleaſures, am'rous bliſſes; 
She can arm her eyes with love, 
And her lips can ſeal with kiſſes: 


Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder, 


Should we live one day aſunder.. 


2 — 


SONG, CLXXXVI. 


NCE more T'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 

A flame which time can never quell, 

But burns for thee, my Peggy : 
You, greater bards your lyres ſhould hit; 
Then ſay what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, . | 

That paints the dew l 

Does not ſo much the day adorn, ; 
As does my lovely Peggy. 

And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 

He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 

He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When 


n 


With her a cottage would er 
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When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, | . 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, | 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, | 44 - 

As does my lovely Peggy: 
I ſtole a kiſs the other day, R 
And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 
The fragrance of the blooming May 

Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe at ray'd in ruſtic weed, 


With her the bleating flocks T'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy; 


All's happy when ſhe's in my fight, 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 

All's dark wi Tay Peggy. 
While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble through the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy; 

And whendeath, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when J depart, 

Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


SONG 
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| $ON G clxxxvn. 
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fair, poſſeſt of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will; 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 


Where flatt'ry bears no part ; 
An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your pow'r; but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 

If, as ye all can make a net; 
Ye all could make a cage 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take. 

For who's to beauty blind? 

But to what end a pris'ner make, | 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? J 


Attend the counſel often told, ; 
Too often told in vain ; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain, 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt ; 

Tho? beauty may the charm begin,, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt, 


SONG 
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ON CLXXXVII: 


HE mind of a woman can never be knowa, 
You never can gueſs it aright . 
Fll tell you the reaſon—ſhe knows not her on, 
It changes ſo often ere night. 
*Twould. puzzle Apollo, 
Her whimſies to follow . 
His oracle would be a jeſt ;_ _ 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She'll:change with the wind, 
And often abuſes 
The man that ſhe chuſes, 
And what ſhe refuſes, 
Likes beſt. 


SONG CLXXXIX, 
SUMMER, ; 
HEN daiſies py'd, and violets blue, 
\ \ And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks, all. filver white, | 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married. men, for thus ſings he, 


Cuckoo! cuckoo! o word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear, 
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When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws; 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and da ws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, | 
Mocks married men; for thus ſings he; 


Cuckoo! cuckoc ! o word of fear, 


Unpleaſing to a married ear. 


WINTER. 


When iſicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail; 


And Tom bears logs into the hall, 


And milk comes frozen home in pail * 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring owl ; 


Tu-whit- tu-wWhoo, tu-whit tu-whoo, a merry merry 


note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw: 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw: 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly fings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry merry note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 
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SONG CXC. 


IT H early horn ſalute the morn, 
That gilds this ge place 
With cheerful cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, | 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, | 
All, all return th' enliv'ning ſound, 


——_— 2 2 _ IR 4 = 


"SONG cxct. 
A'WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks 


grey, | 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day ; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, | : 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue, 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawnss 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; * 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reft, 


Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 
Then hark, &c, 


> _ 
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ut oh! how each boſom with tranſpert it fills,. 

To fart juſt as Phoebus: peeps over the hills; 

While joyous from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters. and ery of the hounds; | 
Then hark, &c, SES 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate. 
Borne by their bold courſers, no dangeis they fear,, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care, 

Then hark, &c. | | 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c. | 


2 
* ” * . * 
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S O NG CXCIL. 
Honk, rouſe brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 


cry, | 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring ſky; 
The horn's {; prightly notes, and he lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull. ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long - 


Bright Phæbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace; 
- He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears awa 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet 
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Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie dowu 

And, if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown; 

But tell her, that love muft to hunting give place, 

For, as well as her charms, there are charms in the 
chace. : 


Look yonder,. look yondet, Old Reynard I ſpy.; 

At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk-Chanter and Fly; 

They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye-balls they roll; 

We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 
There well fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 

From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 

To George, peace and glory may heavens Aoenſs, 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence, 


- 
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| SONG CXCII, 
O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of 


the horn, : 2 | 
Aud yet the ſweet * decline; 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join. 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; | 

While hounds, in full cry, thro' the hedges ſhall fly, 
And chaſe the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Pz Tuben 
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Then ſaddle your fleed, to the meadows and helds 


| Both willing and joyous repair; 
| No paſtime on earth greater happineſs yields; 
| Than chaſing the fox or the nary. 


| For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman at. 
"SY | tend, 
0 pleaſure like hunting is found, 
For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


SONG CXCIV. 


| INCE 1 s in von, and ſtale virgin ö 
| \Þ - deſpis'd, 

| To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premis'de 

| I'm a maid that would marry—ah ! could I but find 

| (I care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 


Not the fair-weather'd fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs 

Not the *ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace 

Nor the free-thinxing rake whom who morals can, 
bind $ 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world aid end; 

Nor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 

Not the fool, that's too fond ; nor the churl that's 
unkind ; 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 
N 


56; of 2098) = 
Not the rich, with full bags, without breeding or 


merit; 
Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit; 
Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 
Neither this, that, nor Cother's the man to my mind- 
But the youth whom good ſenſe and good-nature 
inſpire ; . HENS bg 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould. 
> admire; | 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour con- 
. ei d; 5 CIR 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 
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SONG CXCV. 


ON Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love,, 

I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


> | By a murmuring brook, by a green moſly bed, 
| A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid: 
% Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 


With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


P 3 | 'That 


| 8 

That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd without pity, my innocent heart: 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, was my 


Care ; | | 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I was 


rude, 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude z 
T anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there. 
But laid all che blame on her delicate air; 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hope ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond pain, 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray' r, 

But fir'd all my ſoul with her delcate air. 


A thouſand times ſince, I've repeated my ſuits 

But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: f 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the fairs 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


— 
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E I the nymph fill avoid, and be deat to the 


ſwain, ; 
Who in tranſports of paſſion a ffects to complain; 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy 1s ſhown z. 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is foou oyer-blown. 


But | 


—B 
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But the ſnepherd, whom Cupid has piere'd to the heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 


Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs,: his boſom-felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers, will flow. 


Tho' ſilent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 

| And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs _ 
But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 
His tale is ſo tender, he cooes like the dove. 


— — — — — 
; SONG CXCVIL. 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
] With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day, | 
When from an hazle's artleſs bow'r 
7 Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 
. He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love; 

Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
\e And ſadden ev'ry grove: 

But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 

I ſaw fair Eſham's dale, 

| And ev'ry bleſſing find its way 3 
. To Nancy of the dale. 1 
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Her ape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair ; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheeks, | 
How charming ſweet they were! 

Far in the windling vale retir'd, 

Ibis peerleſs bud I found; | 

And ſhadowing rocks and woods canfpin® 

To fence her beauties round. 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 

Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 

Vr fortune to her ſecret cell 

Conduct my wanc'ring feet! 

Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride; 5 
Bat ſhe woyld ne'er incline : 

£* Prove to your equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 
* As I will prove to mine. 


6 *Tis Strephon, on the mountain's bfow, . 
„Has won my right good-will ; 
% To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him PII climb the hill.“ 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I claſp'd the conſtant fair; 

To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vaw my future care, 


* 
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SONG CXCVII.. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play- 
things aſide, | 
J conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride : 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance, 
For the maids will beiieve, and the men will romance. 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mondexcell'd} 
Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld - 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance! 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will ro- 
mance, | | 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 
And ſwore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 
On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance ; 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will ra⸗ 
mance, 3 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'ers 

And declar'd he ne' er ſaw ſo much beauty before z 

He ogled and ſigh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will ra- 
mance. 


Then day after day I his company had : 

At length he declar'd all his — to my dad; | 
But my father lov'd money, and woul'd not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


Aut 


— 
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But tho' my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing ; 
80 to church we both went, and at night had 2 


Pu dance, * 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


SONG CXCIX. 


HET Colin, er mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the hill, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel, 
1 The mill was ſtopp'd, no miller there; 

4 She ſmil'd to ſee the youth 3 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel. 


{ Thy cheeks, ſays he; like peaches bloom; 
Thy — like the ſpring's perfume ;. 
| On thy ſweet lips my love I'll feal ; 

| Yon ſtately ſwans, ſo white and ſleek, 
Are like to Sally's breaſt and neck ; 
But ill the turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Tho? fair- one, beauty's tranſient pow'r 
Fades like the new-blown gaudy flow'r; 
| Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell ; 
[ For where ſweet modeſty appears, 

' We never ſee the vale of years; 
She ſmil'd and ſtopp'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


The 
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The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says — 1 ſcorn for peace and health, 
"Where honeſt labour earns her meal; | 
Who tells the flatt'rer's common tale, 
Can neꝰer o'er my true heart prevail. 
And make me leave my ſpinning- wheel. 


The ſwain who loves the virtuous-mind, 
Alone can make young Sally kind; 
Bor him III toil, L'Il ſpin and reel, 
It is the voice, ſays he, of love, 
Come haſten to yon church above; 
She bluſh'd and left her ſpinning- wheel. 
1 He's: x - — 
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T Wincheſter there was a weddings 
. The like of it never was ſeen, | 
*Twixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Beſs of the green: 
The fidlers were crowding before, 
Each laſs was as fine as a queen; 
There was a hundred and more, a 
For all the whole country came in: 
. Briſk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 
She look'd like a lily o' the vale, 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell, 


With 


With jo 
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With Tommy came ſmiling Kitty, 


He help'd her over the ſtyle, 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 
In forty and forty long mile. 
Kit pave a green gown to Betty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe ; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 
For looking blue under the eyes. 
Thus merrily chatting all, 
They e to ra, 
nny and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 
The fairelt of all the throng. _ 


The bridegroom came out to meet em, 


Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 


And uſher'd 'em in to treat em 
"With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 


The lads were ſo frolic and jolly, 
For each had his love by his fide; 
But Willy was melancholy, _ 
For he had a mind to the bride ; 
Then Philip begins her health, 


| And turns a beer-glafs on his thumbs; 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking 


The beſt in Chriſtendom. 


And now they had din'd, advancing 


Into the midſt of the hall, ; 
The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 


And Jeremy led up the ball: 


ride-houſe along, 


B; 
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But Margaret kept a quarrel, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 
Cauſe Arthur had ſton her garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 
dhe ſtrugl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, 
*Cauſe Arthur in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipp'd his hand too high. 


And now, for throwing the ſtocking, 
The bride away was led ; | 

'The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For candles to light 'em to bed: 

But Robin finding him ſilly, 

Mot friendly took him aſide, 

The while that his wife with Willy 
Was playing at hooper's-hide ; 

And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, ; 

And chatting, and billing, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the room. 


Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a bird in the ſpring ; 
As Tommy was to Kitty, 

And wedded her with a ruſh ring: 
Sukie that danc'd with the cuſhion, 

An hour from the room had been gone; 
And Barnaby knew, by her,bluſhin 

That ſome other dance had been 7 
And thus of fifty fair maids, | 

That came to the'wedding with men, 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 
That ſo did return again. 


* 
One: 
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V 1 ſweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft as a bog 
p | 


nd wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe) 

| Poor Dermot hath:ſmitteng poor Dermot hath ſmitten.- 
bi For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new-milk 

1 Your lily white hand is, your lily white hand is: 

1 Your ſhape's like a pail ;; from your head to your tail, 
| You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


Four lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 

| As black as the devil, as black as the devil: 

 » Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 

| Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 

When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky ; ſo nimble, ſo friſky : | 
A kiſs on your cheek (tis ſo ſoſt and fo ſleek) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 

whiſky. If — 6p 


1 grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're fo ciuel: 
No reſt I can take; and aſleep or awake | 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then-give over; nor Dermot your lover | 
So eruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle; | oy 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 
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982 loſt to peace of mind ſerene, 
I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
PII court each melanchely ſaene, 

And give my ſorrows their full ſcope,. 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 
Who ſports with fierce deſtructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart, 


Secure thy dancing caſtle rides 
| Upon the boſom of the deep, 
The ſtormy wind and wave ables, 
And navigation bids thee fleep; 
But balmy ſleep and dowoy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breait, 
When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love, 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds and waves 

More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind, 
Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeaman braves, 

Who leaves pale care and grief behind, 
Th' adventurous maid embark'd like me, 
That ſails on ſuch a troubled ſea, 

The octin's rage would gladly meet, 
And in its depths ſeek a zetreat, 


vet 
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Yet, O be till, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whiſper to thy fears, 
My ſailor may return again, 85 
Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 47 
When fame, and all her gaudy charms, 
Shall yield to my longing arms, 
And one bleſs'd hour together blend 
The lover, hero, huſband, friend, 


CuhoR us. 


Britannia hail, thou mighty queen, 
The ſtrength, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may thy pow'r, on juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine: 
To courage ſingly ne'er reſort, 
For virtue is thy true ſupport, 


Tiis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 


Be virtuous, and for ever reign, 


2 — _ — * "I „ a is acc 
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toned? mighty ran beef was the Engliſhman's 

ood, | 

It ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood; 

Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! | 
And © the old Engliſh roalt beef ! 


ut 
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But ſince we have learnt from ail-conquering Frances: 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing but vain complaiſance z : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers ef old were robaſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong,, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name ? 

A ſneaking poor rece, half begotten, —and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


When good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne,” 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip-flops were known, . 
The world was in terror, if eber ſne did frown : 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs, the vaunting armada of Spain. 

O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat; and to beht;. | 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves: 
right; | 
But now we're a pack-of—T could—but-good-night: : 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 
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SONG CCIV. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe! 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed 


vet Moggy's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 


Both nature and fancy exceed: 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 

Nor Tweed, gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh; 
The black-bird, and, ſweet cooing dove, 
With mufic enchant ev'ry buſh. 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, 

Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather'd folks fing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Moggy not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careleily ſtray, 
While, happily, ſhe lies aſleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 
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"Tis ſhe does the virgins excel; 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell : 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed? 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed? 


_— 
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SONG ccv. 
HEN Fanny Iſaw, as ſhe trip'd o'er the 


green, 
Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs and kind; 
Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty join'd, 
Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place: 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace. 3 
Ye gods what luxuriance cf beauty, J cry, 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! | 
On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could diet 
O Fanny how ſweet are thy charms! f 
Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes invade, | 
Young Damon ſtep'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs but the.ſhade, 
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Ehold! on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand 
Thy father's troubled. ſpirit Rand K 
In his face what grief profound! 
See he rolls his haggard eyes ;, 
Hark ! revenge! he cries ;, | 
And points. to his ſtill bleeding wound: 
Obey the call, revenge his death; 
And calm his ſoul that gave thee breath. 


ht. 
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; HEN real joy we miſs, 
\ 'Tis ſome degree of bliſs,, 
T' enjoy ideal pleaſure, 
And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ;: 
The ſailor in his ſleep, | 
With ſafety ploughs the deep; 


So I thru**fancy's a:d," 

Enjoy my heay'nly maid, 
And bleſt with thee and Icve, 
Am greater ſar than Jove. 
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8ONG CCVmM. oY 


OW hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, 
When virtue and honour excite, 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs, 3 
The object in whom I delight. 


Yet midſt all the woes, 
My ſoul undergoes, 
| Thro' virtue's too rigid decree; 
III ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of my pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


| Af... ** 2 — 


SONG CCIX. , 


HY father! away, I renounce the ſoſt claim: 
Thou {ſpot on my honour, thou blaſt to my 
fame, | * | 
Let juſtice the iraitor to puniſhment)bring ; 
His father he loſt,” when he murder'd his king, 
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SONG CCX. 
IN Infancy, our hopes and fears, 


Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip in cur riper years 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 
O clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 
Reſtore him with that 1anocence, 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


SONG CCxl. 


O ſigh and complain, 
| Alike I diſdaigg 
Cantented my wiſh to enjoy; 
J ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In love as in war, 
] laugh at a ſcar, 
And if my proud enemy yield; 
The joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 


And glean the rich ſpoils of the field 


SONG 


1 
SONG CCXI. 


F o'er the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd ; 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. h 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love ai firſt create, 
What was my pride is now my ſhame; 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 
Then call not to my wav'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart 


Which, ah; 1 feel too much inelin'd, 
| To take the traitor's part, 


SONG CCXIW. 


IF the river's ſwelling waves, 

1 Overflow their uſual bed; 
Scarce th' affrighted peaſant ſaves, 
From the flood his homely ſhed, 


Tho' he ſtop one open ſhore, 

Where the waters ſwiftly glide, 
In an hundred places more, 

Ruſhes in th'impetuous tide, 


' Q4 SONG 


SONG CCXIV. 


V Onſter, away! 3 
From chearful day; 
To the gloomy deſart fly: 
Paths explore, 
Where lions roar, 
And devouring tygers lie. 
Tho' for food, 
They wade in blood, 
All to ſave their young agree: 
Ev'ry creature, 
Fierce by nature, 
Harmleſs is compar'd to thee, 


SONG CCXV. 


| IS boſom, a ſtranger to reſt, 
| Reſentment and pity aſſail, 
As both for dominion conteſt, 
So both, to my ſorrow, prevail: 


My heart, in this deſperate ſlate, 
To give each aſſailant its due, 

Now — for my brother's hard fate. 
And burns with reſentment to you. 


— 
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SONG CCXVI. 


by dag like the glorious ſun, 
Thy ſplendid courſe ſhait run; 
What tho? the night 
Obfcure his Light, 
When priſon'd in the Welt; 
The day returns, 
Again he burns, 
The God of day confeſt. 


—_ — 2 tt. 


— — — — —_ 


SONG CCXVIL 


HY is death for ever late, 
To conclude a wretch's woe? 
Thoſe who live in happy ftate, 
Feel roo ſoon th' untimely blow. 


— — — \- 


SONG CCXVIII. 


ATER parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide; 

To the bubbling fount may flee, | 

Or thro? fertile valleys glide: 
Yet in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 

Doom'd, like me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, . 

Till it reach its native home. 


9 Lt 


NG SONG 


[ 254 J 


| SONG CCXIX. 
HO' oft a cloud, with envious ſhade, 
Conceals the face of day; 

The ſun is ſtill in flames array'd, 
His beams immortal not decay'd : 
Soon the gloomy veil retires: 

He darts each pow'rful ray, 
And light and heat inſpires. 


SONG CCXX. 
() Let the danger of a ſon, 
Excite vindictive ire; 
The proipeR of a kingdom won, 
Shou'd light ambition's fire. 


To wounded minds, revenge is balm: 
With vigour they engage; | 
nd ſacrifice a pleaſing calm, 

To a more pleaſing rage. 
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SONG CCXXI. 


Much lov'd ſon, if death 
Has ſtol'n thy vital breath, 
I'll ſhare thy hapleſs fate; 
But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 
A murder'd king, at Lethe's flood, 


The tidings ſhall relate. 


( 255: J 


| Bid Charon ceaſe from toil 

And reſt upon his oar, 
Till I attain the happy ſoil, 
Where we ſhall part no more. 


— 1 


SONG CCXXII. 
3 not rage, thy boſom firing, 


Pity's ſofter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine, by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſs'd. 
Let not rage, &c, 


i 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſt, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
T, alas! at once have loſt, 
Father, brother, lover, friend. 


Let not rage, &c. 
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SONG CCXXIN, 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 

= . Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield: 

But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 

He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


_—_— 
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S ONG CCXXIV. 


IF that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry, 
' *Twere better by half to dig ſtones an a quarry ; 
For my ſhare I'm weary of what is got by't: N 
S'fleſh ! here's ſuch racket, ſuch ſcolding and coiling, 
You're never content, but when folks are a toiling, 


And drudging like horſes from morning till night. 


You think I'm afraid, but the diff'rence to ſhew you, 
Firſt, yondet's your ſhovel, your ſacks too I throw 

you; : 
Hence forward take care of your matters who will : 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that need 

'em, „ 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereaſter ſhall work at the mill. 
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SONG CCXXV. 
IN love to pine and languiſſi, 
Yet know your paſſion vain z 


To harbour heart-felt anguiſh,. 
Yet fear to tell. your pain. 


What pow'rs unrelenting, 
Severer ills inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe? 
Where days and nights, tormenting, 
Vield not a moment's eaſe. 


_ 4 


— 8s ON G ccxxvI. 


THAT are outward forms and ſhews,. 
To an honeſt heart compar'd.? 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 
Has the nobler portion ſhar'd, 


Oft we ſee the humble flow'r, 
Bearing, at the hedge's fide 
Virtues of more ſov'reign pow'r, 


Than the garden's gayeſt pride. 
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SONG CCXXVIL 


ARK! 'tis I your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles; 
One kind look, at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles, 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah you little cunning vizen ! 
I can ſee your roguilh ſmiles ; 


Addilids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped, I ſhan't 2 reſt; 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing: 
I'm hers, ſhe's mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


2 1 on * * 


SONG CCXXVIII. 


ITH the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 
dwell, 

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 

Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert would be, 

More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 

Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire 

1 yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 

Inſenſible creatures! 'tis all they can taſte, _- 
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SONG CCXXIX. 


HY how now miſs Betts 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ftroking, 
Wou'd you make me a fool ? 
Your play-thing, your tool, 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking, 


Get out of my ſight, 
Twould be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 
Contradict your Mamma, 
I've a mind by the la; 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion, 


1 


SON G CCXXX. 


DDS my life, ſearch England over, 
And you match her in her ſtation 
VIL be bound to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well J love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating, 
Here's the work *tis always at, 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſweeter be? 

Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
"Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee, 


—— — 


5 


$ONG CEXXXI. 


I AM young, and I am friendleſs 
And poor alas! withal 

Sure my torrows will be endleſs, . 
In vain for help I.call. 

Have ſome pity in your nature, 

To relieve a wretched creature, 


Though the gift be nc'er fo ſmal!.. 


May you poſſeſſing, every bleſſing, 
Still inherit Sir, all you merit Sir, 
And never know what it is to want; 
Sweet heaven, your werſhip all happineſs grant. 


* 


— 


- 


S-O NG. CCXXXII. 


HY quits the merchant,. bleſt with eaſe, . 
Ihe pleaſures cf his native ſeat; 
To tempt the dangers cf ihe ſeas, | 
And climes more perilous than theſe ; 
Midi ſreczing cold, or ſcorching heat? 


He kncws the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
The length of way, bur thinks it ſmall ; , 

The iv/eets of what he hopes to gain, 
Undaunted, make him combat all. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXXIL 


XJ HEN a maid in way of marriage, 
| \ Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let'un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 


Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in fight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And ſhe quickly buckles too. 


nth r » cm. tt —_— 


8 ONG CCYXxIv. 


RUS T. me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, 
No where {hall you fiad the treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene: 


Bleſt, who, no falſe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſweets admiring, 
Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 


Seek the ſimple and ſeren2. 
R SONG 
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SONG CCXXXV., | 
V vile pack of vagabonds what do ye mean? 


Uull maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter demallions— 

If one of you comes within reach of my cane. 
Such curſed aſſurance, 

"Tis paſt all indurance. 

. Nay, nay,. pray come away. 
They're lyars aud thieves, 
And he that believes, 

Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fictions, .-- 
A. bubble that always deceives. 


—_— 28 ach — — 
SONG CCXXXVI, 
| I ET me fly————hence tyrant faſhion, . 


Teach to ſervile minds your law; 
Curb in them each generous paſſion, 
Ev'ry mot ion keep in awe, 


Shall I in thy trammels going, 
uit the 1dol of my heart; 
While it beats, all fervent, glowing ;. 
With my life I'll ſooner part, 
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O N G cexxxvn. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good nature pf, 03 \ 

Prove as kind again as ſhe ; 
Happy mortal | to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom, warm, and preſs ber, 
Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 

And be fond, as fond can be. 


. 


Hut if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 

"Tis to mend her ne'er the whit; 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 
Then agog, when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 

Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


— — | — — | — 
80 NG cexxxvm. 


H leave me in Pity, the falſehood I ſcorn, 
For flander the boſom untainted defies ; 
But rudenefs, and inſult, are not to be borne, 
Tho? offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of women defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way; 
Ill nature, and envy, lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey. | 
Ra $0NG 


___ SONG CCXXXIX. 
WHO upon the oozy beech, 


Can count the numerous ſands that lie; 
Or diſtinctly recxon each | 
Tranſparent orb that ſtuds the ſky ? 
As their multitude betray, 
And fruſtrate all attempts to tell; 
So *tis impoſlible to ſay, 
How much I love, 1 love ſo well. 


* — A 


SONG CCXL. 
Then hey for a rolickſome life ! 


P11 ramble where pleaſures are rife; 
Strike up with the free hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of a wife; 
Plague on it, men are but aſies, 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife, 


Had we been together buckled, 

T would have prov'd a fine affair; 
Dogs would ave bark'd at the cuckold, 

And boys pointiag cry'd—— look there, 


#8 
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SONG CCXLE 
'OPE'! thou nurſe of young deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy 


Painted vapour, glow-worm fre, 
Temp'rate ſweet, that-ne'er can cloy. 


Hope! thou earnelt of delight, 
Softell ſoother of the mind; 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Eind deceiver, flatter fill, | * 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt ; | 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


SONG CCXILII. 


T T hence can you inherit 
V So flaviſh a ſpirit? 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log! 
Now fondl'd, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid : 
"Tis leading the life of a dog. 


For ſhame, you a lover! 
1 firmneſs diſcover; 
ake courage, nor here longer more; 
Re ſiſt and be free, f 
4 Ju riot like me, 1 84 
nd to perfect the picture olope. 5 
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SONG CcCxLIn. 
M Y heart's my own, my will is Free, 


And fo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 


Till firſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws; 
And children ſtill obeyz r 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 

Againſt tyrannic ſway. 


2 — 
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8 ONG CCXLIV. 


W HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 
A paſſage to the female breatt ; 
Like lightning ruſhing through the veing, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt, 


To heal the pangs our minds.endure, 
Reaſon in vain its fill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 

But is pleaſing to the eyes. 


8 "RM 
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SONG CCXLV. 


Of had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain z 
In fair Roſetta's fight to feed 


My ſheep.upon the plain; 
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What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now ne er muſt know? 
Ve envious pow'rs! Why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low? 


* 
—_— — EET EIITSR 8 by — — 
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$ONG CCXLVI. 


| ENTLE youth, ah! tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
"Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe, to perſevere, 

Speak not what I muſt not hear, 

To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 

Go and never ſee me more. 


„ — 


SONG CCXLVII. 


8 TILL in hopes to get the better 
10 Of my ſtubborn flame I try, | 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
< Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
| Ev ry charm in thought I brave; 
Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a ſlave. 
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SONG CCXLVII, 


"HERE was a jolly miller once;. 


Liv'd on the river Dee; 


Ie work'd, and ſung, from morn till night, 


No lark more blythe than he. 
And this the burthen of his ſong, 
For ever us'd to be, 
care for nobody, no not I, 
If no one cares for me. 


— 


SONG CCXLIX. 


— 


ET gay ones and preat 
| I, Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
] envy them not, 


While I have my dog and my gun. | 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields J repair, 

With ſpirits unclouded and light. 
The bliſſes I and, 

| No ſtings leave behind, 8 
But health and diverſion unite. 


SONG 
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SONG CCL. 


TH E honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts areclear 
From. fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither fortune? s frowning fear, 


Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave 


Is but an empty thin 
What more than mirth Gadd mortals have i 


The cheerful man's a king. 


hat. * 


SONG CCLL 


ELL, well, ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before; 
I ſee the full length of my tether; 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 
I can ſpell you and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe, 
Will always ſuffice; 
. Addſniggers go talk to your parrot ; 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 
Though I ſay it myſelf, 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrots 


$0NG 
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SONG CCLIL 


9 god of ſoft perſuaſion, 


F Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize, Oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ; 
* 'Tyrants of more cruel kind, | 
:Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
| \ 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt ; 

Happy I in humble ſtate ; | 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 


— P PS” +" ME _—} 


SONG CCLII. 
HOY happy were my days, till now: 


I neer did ſorrow feel, 
J roſe with joy to milk my cow, 


Or take my ſpinning wheel, 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 


Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'cing tongue. 


1 7 7] 
Oh the fool, the filly, filly foal, 
Who truſts what man may be; 


1 wiſh Twas a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


— — a - — — 
SONG CCLIV. 


WE women like weak Indians trade, 
Whoſe judgment tinſe] ſhew decoys; 
DPupes to our folly we are made, | 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 
We give our treaſure to be paid, 
A paltry, poor return! 1n toys. 


$O NG CLV. 

ZT\HINK, my faireſt, how delay, 

( Danger every moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away; 

Time that's ever on the wing: 
Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt, _ 

Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion ere 'tis loſt, 


SONG 
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SONG CLVI. 


ELIEVE me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 
The men will all ily, 
And leave you to die, 
Oh, terrible chance! an old maid— 


How happy the laſs, 
Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who antient virginity 'ſcapes: 
TC were better on earth 
Have five brats at a birth 
Than in hell be a leader of apes.. 


SONG CCLVIL 


2 WHEN I follow'd a laſs that was froward and ſhy,, 
| Oh! I fluck to her ſtuff, *till I made her 
comply 3 N ; 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt: ' 
When hugg'd and haul'd, | 
She ſqucal'd and ſquall'd; : 
But though ſhe vow'd all 1 did was in vain, | 
Yet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again, 
Then hoity, toity, 
Whiſking, tritking, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs ; 


Ohl ſuch were the joys of our dancing days- 
| $QN 4 


* 


Here all the ſex's charms I find, 


With pride my paſſion I reveal, 


T&F] 
SONG CCLVIL 


ET rakes and libertines reſign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures range ! 


And ne'er can coel or change. 


Let vain coquets, and prudes conceal, 
What moſt their hearts defire ; 


Oh! may it ne'er expire, 


The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave; 

And fair creation ſink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. 


— — — —— —ẽ— 


Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, 


 Where'er her fancy leads her, 


From ev'ry object flows. 


SG NG CCLIX. 


OW bleſs'd the maid, whoſe boſom 
No head- ſtrong paſſion knows; 


Her nights in calm repoſe. 
No pain, no fear invades her ; 


But pleaſure, 
Without meaſure, 


FF 
SO NG CCLX: * 


IN vain I ev'ry art eſſay, 
To pluck the venom d ſhaft away 
That rankles in my heart; 

Deep in the centre 6x'd, and bound, 

My H hs but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


— 


SONG CCLXI. 


O * how ſhall J in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell; 
Or form my falt uing tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewell! 
Farewell — but know, tho* thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: 
Go where Iwill, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my 'charmer ſtay. * i a 


* * 
* * —_—_——— 
— 
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SONG CCLXI. 


OUNG 1 am, and ſore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aftray ? 


Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 


* wow, 


Men 
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Men too often we believe; | 
And, ſhould you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 
"ak * 
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ONS ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
this; ; 
What harm with a fair one.to toy and to kiſs.? 
The greateſt and graveſt—a truth with grimace—- 
Would do = ſame thing, were they in the ſame 
place.. ; 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation 1s free ; 

'To ſov'reign beauty mankind bends the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe ; 
We all love a pretty girl-—under the roſe, 


_— _—_—_——— 
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SONG CCLXIV. 


Dolly. was the faireſt thing ! 
Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring z 
And if for ſummer you would ſeek ; | 
"Twas painted in her eye, her cheek : 
Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, - 
Of fruitful autumn was the type ; 
But, wben my render tale J told, 
I found her heart was winter cold. 


- 
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Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen ? 
Zawns \, Madge don't provoke me, but mind 
what I ſay; 
You've choſe a wrong parſon for playing your tricks 
on, 
So pack up your alls and be trudging r: 
Vou'd better be quiet, | 
And not breed a riot ; | 
S'blood muſt I ſtand prating with you here all day ? 
Tue got other matters to mind; _ 
May hap you may think me an aſs ; 
But to the contrary you'll find : 
A fine piece of —_ by the maſs ! 


U e = 
: * 


—— 
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SONG COXLVI. 


1 EASE gay ſeducers pride to take, 
[| In triumphs o'er the fair; 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 


As thoſe in higher ſphere, 


Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate 
Shall hapleſs beauty go; 

In ey'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, 

Poor woman finds a foe, 


. SONG 
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8 INC * proves ungrateful, no farther III 
eek, 

But ge up to town in the waggon next week; _ 
A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, © 
And regiſter's oſhce will get me a place: 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folks ſay in her filks ſhe's now ſtanding an end! 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune as other girls do ? 


— ] —— —— i. een ds. tt. 
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SONG CCLXVIII. 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art; | 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th' cxceſs of the heart: 
If ought of ſubſtantial delight, 
On this fide the ſtars can be found: 
"Tis fore when that covple unite, 


And Cupid by Hymen is crowu'd. 


SONG CCLXIK. 
HE world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc'ouſly ſet; 


We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcram ble for what we Can get. 
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My ſimile holds to a tittle, 


Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have x a taſte 3 


7 


But if Pm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


4 the — 
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SONG CCLXX. 


„AIs not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey; 


Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 


Which chance nor gives, 


nor takes away, 


Like che ſun true merit ſnews; 


By nature warm, by nature bright; 
With inbred flames, he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd lig zht. 


SONG- cx. 


Er traveller benighted, 
And led thro' wary ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn lurveys, 


The riſing proſpects viewing, 


Lach look is forward caſt; 
He ſmiles his courſe purſaing, 


Nor thinks of what is pail 
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'$ONG CCLXXII. 
F ever a fond inclination, +, © .. , 
Roſe in your boſom to rob you of reft3 © A 
Reflect with a little compaſſion. ES 
On the ſoft pangs, which prevail'd in my breaft®* 
Oh where, where would you fly me? 
Can you deny me thus torn and diſtreſt? 
Thiak when my lover was by me. 
Would I, how cou'd I, refute his requeſt? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you; 
Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 
Ab! is there no language can move? 
If J have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


— Ef — 
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SONG CCLXXHE 


A Plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a 


. pother, 


When once they have let'n a man have his will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 


And cry he's unkind in bis carriage, 


What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo fairly 


Still they keep teazing teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade 'em, 
Till promiſe you've made em: 
And after they have got it, 
They tell ads I rot it, 
x 2 


r 


* 
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Their character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone; 
And then, to be ſure, fir, 
There is but one cure, lir, 

And all the diſcourſe is of marriage. 


1 
—_—_— — 
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SONG CCLXXIV. 


T TOW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
| The coldeft boſoms find; 

But with refiitleſs force it draws, + 

_ Fo ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd. 

The caſket, where, to outward ſhew, 
Ine workman's art is feen, 

Is doubly valzed, when we know 
It holds a gem within. 


—— 
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SONG CCLXXV. 


T7 HEN we ſee a lover languiſh, 5 

And his truth and honour prove, 

An! how ſweet to heal his anguith, 

And repay him love for Joye, | 2 
NE | | Ee 
SONG CCLXXVL "Bo 
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IF ever Im catch'd in thoſe r2gions of ſmoke, 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, | Drit 
May I ne'er know the ſweets of a ſlumber unbroke, N 
Nor (>: pleaiure the country enjoys, 
| Nay 
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Nay more, let them take me to puniſh my fin, 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 
Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters walk 

in, FR 
And ſhew me for two-pence a piece. 


* 2 
- * 1 
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SONG CCLXXVIL 
C35 naughty man, I can't abide you; 


Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 
Ah! now I ſee if I had try'd you, | 
What would have been my hopeful lot. 


But here I charge you—make chem happy 3 
_ Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs : 
— Come be a dear good-natur'd pappy ; 
And I'II reward you with a kiſs. 


SONG , CCLXXVII. 


ENCE with cares, complaints, and frowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy; 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 

Mirth this happy night employ : 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty ; 

Laugh and ſing ſome good old train, 
Drink a health to love and beauty— 
e, May they long in triumph reign. 


8 3 SONG 
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time how happy once, and gay! 

4 Oh! blithe I was as blithe could be: 
But now I'm ſad, ah, well-a-day |! 

For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 
Though all their arts are loſt on me; 
For 1 car, never love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea, 


They bid me to the wake, the fair, 
Jo dances on the, neighb'ring lea. 

Buthow can I in pleaſure ſhare, _, 
While my true love is out at ſea? 


The flowers'droop till light's return, 


The pidgeon mourns its abſent ſhe; 
S0 vill I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love comes back from ſea. 


— _- ht __—_—_—_ - 


a s ON G CCLXXX. 
HE May-day of life is for pleaſure, 
n For finging, for dancing, and fhow. 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 
In ſighing, and crying—heigho 


4 f , 
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Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 
By her's tune your pipe when tis low ;. 


Fly round, and coquet it as ſhe does, : | 
And never fit cryjng——heigho! — 


= ——— —— — — 


Though wher: in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, Know, | 

That, ere all our. toying is over, at qi 
We cannot help cryin g —heigho! ö | 


In age ev'ry one a new part takes, 
I find to my ſorrow cis ſo; 
When old, you may ery till your heart WO: | 
But no one will mind you 3 | 8 | 
l 


SONG CCLXXXE. 


ERR I as poor as wretch can be, 

As great as any monarch, he; 

Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne; 
Id work my fingers to the bone, 


_ Grant me, ye Powers l I alk not wealth; ; 
Grant me but innocence and health, 
An! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 
"Tis only virtue gives it price. 


— 
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Egad I've a tongue 
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$SONG CCLXXXII. 


HEN I was a young one, What girl was like 
| me? ä 
Sa wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee: 
I rattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; 


"Twas this, Sir—and that, Sir—but ſcarce ever nay; 
And Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrantI ſtood by the beſt in the place, 


At twenty I got me a huſband—pobr man ! 

Well, reit him, we all are as good as we can; 

Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws ; 

And jealous though truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me—but let me alone; 

and I paid him his own. 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd, 
Stand firm to our charter and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago : 
This time's a ſore foe, there's no ſhunning his dart; 


However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum- chance; 
IA ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance; 


And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, - 
&teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXXIN. 
Ty echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 


To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 3 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill, and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him: Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Baccantls, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with à / bottle and laſs to refreſh, 

| And loſe the fatigues of the day! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : | 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


i 
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SONG CCLXXXIV. 
HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 


From nymph, to nymph, I ſtrove in vain, - 
My wild deſires to rally; ' 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, iirange ! no longer ſeek to roam? 
They center all in Sally. 


L 286 J 
Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I fear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear; 
Rather than 1njure Sally, 


Come then, oh coine, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 


Or lilies of the valley; - 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, * 


And make me bleſt in Sally. 


SONG CCLXXXV. 


S RR. 
O ME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be 
| deny'd ; | | 
Fine cloaths you ſhall faſh in, and rant it away 
I'll give you this purſe too; and, hark you, beſide, 
We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſummer's day. 


SALLY. 


Ofkifing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 
Oh! ihould hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught L- 
Beſides, ſir, believe me, Ifcorn to be hir dj; 
The heart's not worth gainihg which is to be 
3 bought, 9 
49. | Sali, 
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SAR. 


Perhaps; you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue; 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle- tail Chaſtity Walking a- foot. 
28nd 


If only thro? fear of the world L was ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill own; 

fi. pardon *twere eaſy with money ro buy; 

But how, tell me how, I ſhall purchaſe my owns. 

'S QU I R Es 
Leave morals to o grey-beards, theſe bps were deſign'd 
For better employment, 
SALLY. 
I will not endure 


SQUIRE. | 1 
Oh 05 e, child !, Love bids you be rich, and be kind ; 


| SALLY, | 
But virtue commands me —Be honeſt and poor. 


4 4 
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He W happy is the failor's life, 
From coaſt to coaſt to roam; 


In ev'ry port he finds a wiſe, 
In ev'ry land a home, 
He loves to range, 
He's no where {range ; 
He ne'er will turn his back, 
To friend of foe; 
No, maſtyrs, no; 
My life for honeſt Jack. 


Chorus. He loves to range, &c. 


If ſaucy foes dare make a noiſe, 
And to the ſword appeal; 

We out, and quickly larn 'em, boys, 
With whom they have to deal. 

We know no Craft, but fore and aft 
Lay on our ſtrokes amain ; 

Then, if ey 're ſtout, for t 'other bout, 
We drub 'em o'er again. 


Chorus. We know no craft, &c. 


Or fair or foul, let fortune blow, 
Our hearts are never dull: 
The pocket that to-day ebbs low, 
o-morrow ſhall be full; 
For if ſo be, we want, d'ye ſee, 
A pluck of this here ſtuff 3 
In Indi--a, and Ameri--ca, | 
We're ſure to find enough, 


| Chorus For if ſo be, &c. 
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Then 
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Then bleſs the king, and bleſs the ſtate, 
And bleſs our captains all; 

And ne'er may chance unfortunate. 
The Britiſh fleet befall ; | 

But proſp'rous gales, where'er ſhe ſails, | 
And ever may ſhe ride, 

Of ſea and ſhore, till time's no more, 
The terror and the pride. 


Chorus. But proſp'rous gales, &c. 


— 


SONG CCLXXXVIL 
NRO M ploughing the ocean and thraſhing 


Monheur, 
In old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands my brave {hipmates, halloo boys, what 
g cheer; 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſnore? 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to feare us no doubt, | 


And to cut us and flaſh us—morblieu ! 
But hold there, avait, they were plaguily out, 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then 1 my hearts, your own conſequence 
now, 
Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You're | | 


N th 1 


} 
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© You've only to-ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt; 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the bell, 


r 
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A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the A gipſies look to't; 

Sound bottoms they Il find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 
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The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; | 
But wear thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 

Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign,” 
Of no power, no faction afraid: | ; 
May Britain's proud flag fill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay d. 
No quickſanis eadanger, no ftorms overwhelm 3 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may the ſail ; | 
No ignorant pilots e'er ſit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


. 8 ONO CCLXXXVIII. 
| LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 


For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun, 


bt td 


With 
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With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 


As far as you pleaſe you may run; 
She'11 hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ture as a gun, | 


— — — —— v — — oe 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs,” is ſine: 
But mark you the conſequence, mun; | 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcoru you as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden, bold, frolic, and ſtout, 
And no opportunity ſhun; 

She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out, 
But muin——ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


— 07 
SONG CCLXXXIX. 


Uſpicious ſpirits guard my love, 
lu tins of danger nzar him bide; 
With out- ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random-ball afide. 
And you bis faes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Ou! may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword, 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep; | 
Breathe loft in ſighs, and gently heave | | 

The calm, ſmo2th boſom of the. deep. 
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Till Halcyon: peace return'd, once more; 


From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile barms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 


And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 
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SONG C CXC. 


ELL met, pretty maid 
Nav, don't be afraid 

I mean you no miſchief, .I vow ; 3 

Pſha ! what is't you ail ?. 

Come, give me your pail, 

And VI carry it up to your cow, 


$ALLY 


Pray let it alone, 
I've hands of my own, ; 
Nor need yours to help me—forbear t- 
Ilow can you perſiſt? 
J Won't, fir, be kiſt, 
Nor teaz d thus—go trifle elſewhere.. 


SQUIRE. 
In yon lonely grove, 
J ſaw an alcove, 
All round the ſweet violet ſprings; 


And there was a thruſh, 
Hard by in a buſh, 


raw charm you bo kear how he - ogy. 
| SALLY. 


* 7 
— 


1 1 * * * 3 * 
3 * W ws Ny — BD 22 av 2 - = 
AMS , Fo "oe ICES 
* 
. 


R 
* 


— 2 


Ar * — 2 * (+ ma _ 7 
OO ORE ITN — PEI 
A ä 
** 4 — — 22 

* 


282 2 


2 * 4 
K 


1 293 J 
SALLY. 


But hark! pry'thee hark! 
Look yonder's a lark! 8 
It warbles and pleaſes me ſo, 8 
To hear the ſoft tale, 
O' th' ſweet nightingale, 
I would not be tempted to go. 


SQUI R E. 
Then here we'll fit down: 
Come, come, never frown !- 
No longer my bliſs I'll retard ; 
Kind Venus ſhall ſpread, 
Her veil over head, » 


And the little 525 0 Cupid keep guard. 


SONG CCXCcL 
SQUIRE. 
AUCY raſcal. this iutruſion 


You ſhall anſwer to your colt ; 
Bully'd !—icandaliz*'d—coentuſion |! 
All my ſchemes and wiſhes croft, 
| r H oN AS E8P. 
Hark you, maſter, keep vou Blltance 
'Sblood, take notice what 1 fay ; 
There's the channel, no refitaace, 
Tack about, and bear away, 
. 3 SALLY 
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SALLY. 


Now my heart has loſt its fear, 
Oh! my beſt, my deareſt Thomas, 
 _ Sure ſome angel brought you here. 


$QUIR E. 


Since her paltry inclination, 
Stoeps to ſuch a thing as you 

Thus I make a recantation, 
Wretched, fooliſh girl, adieu! 


Wh 
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Would you wreſt our freedom from us? 
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SONG CCXCT. 


TIEHOLD, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 
13 And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again; 
Returns, and with. him brings. a heart 
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After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 5 
a And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil 
No one to beaiſty ſuould pretend, | 
But ſuch as dart its rights defend. 


bl 
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That ne'er from Sally mall depart. . 


SONG | 
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THOMAS. 


ET fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of _ pangs they never felt; 
lp 


eak without ditguiſe or art, 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


SALLY, 
Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the lye ; 
I oivn the paſſion 3 in my breait, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


THOMAS, 
For this the ſailor, on the maſt, 
Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 


All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight, 


SALLY, 


For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 

With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes: 
Till ſvget reverſe of joys ſhe proves, 
And claſps the Faithful lad ſhe loves, 


2 B O T H. 


Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, | 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind: 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


Tz | SONG: 
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* 58 ON G CCXCIV. 
HOUGHT'S to council—let me ſee 
Hum to be, or not to be, 
A haſband 1s the queſtion. 
A cuckold, muſt that follow ? 
Say what men will, 
Wedlock's a pill, 
Bitter to ſwallow, +- _ 
And hard of digeſtion, 


But fear makes the danger ſeem double. 
Say, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble 
My peace, ſhonld I venture to try you? 
My doors ſhall be lock'd, 
My windows be block'd; 
No male in my houſe, 
Not fo much as a mouſe; 
Then, horns, horns, I defy you, 


— 


| SONG -CCXCV, 
I know the world, Sir, tho” 1 ſay'st 


I'm cautious and wile, 
And they who ſurprize 
My prudence nodding, 
Muſt fit up late. 


Never 


197 -} 


Never fear, Sir, 
Your ſafety's here, Sir; 
Yes, yes, 
I'll anſwer for Mif: : 

Let me alone, 
] warrant my care 
Shall weigh to a hair 
As much as your own. 


_—_ 


—_— 


SONG CCXCVI. 


AY, little, fooliſh, flutt'ring thing, ; 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 

Your airy flight: | | 
Stay here, and ſing 

Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 

Sweet Robin you ſhall not go: 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 
Half ſo happy as with me ? 


— — -w p—_— ** 


SON G ccxcvu. 


Y ſome I am told, 
That I'm wrinkled and old, 
But I will not believe what they ſay : 
I feel my blood mounting, | 
Like itreams in a fountain, 
That merrily ſparkle and play. 


T 3 


T 2987] 
or love I have will, 
And ability till ; | 
| Odfbobs, I can ſcarcely refrain! 
My diamond, my pearl—— 
Well, be a good girl, 
' "Until I come to you again. 


93 a. CR — — —— — — 


SO NG CCXCVIII, 


\ AS Ja ſhepherd's maid, to keep 

On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


Or would ſome bird that pity brings, 

But for a moment lend its wings, 

My parents then might rave and ſcold, 

My guardian ftrive my wall to hold: 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpice of all away I'd fly, | 
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SONG CCXCIX, 


ITHER, Venus, with your doves, 
| 1 Hither, all ye little loves; 
ound me light, your wings diſplay 
Aud bear a lover on his wa). 
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Oh, could I but, like Jove of old, 
Transform myſelf to how ry gold) 

Or in a ſwan my paſſion ſhrou 

Or wrap it in an orient cloud; 

What locks, what bars ſhould then impede, 
Or keep me from my charming maid | 


* 
* PIR — re 


s O NG CCC. 


E AR heart, what a terrible life am I led, 
A dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed : 
* and day tis de ſame, 
ain is dere game; 
Me — to de Lord me was dead, 


What e'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dete, 
Mungo evey where; 
Above and below, 
Si rrah come, Sirrah go, 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was FRY 


T4 


[L300 
SONG ccci. 


\ HEN a woman's front is wrinkled, 
Aud her hairs are ſprinkled 
With grey, 

Lackaday ! 

How her lovers fall away ! 


Like faſhions paſt, 

Aſide ſhe's caſt, FOE, 
No one reſpect will pay: = 
Remember, 

Laſſes, remember, 

And while the ſun ſhines make hay ; 

You muſt not expect in December 

The flowers you gather'd in May. 


— —— A * — 


——_ 


SONG CCCU. 


ET me, when my heart a ſinking + 
A _4 Hear de ſweet guittar a chinking; 
When a ſtring ſpeak, 
Such mooſic be make, 
Me ſoon am cur'd of tinking. 


Wid de toot; toot, tobt, 
Of a merry flute, 
And cymbals, 
And tymbalo, £ 
To boot, 


? 


We dance and we fing, 
Till we make a houſe ring, 
And, tied in his garters, old Maſſa may ſwing. 


SONG CCCil. 


H me, oh me, what ſhall we do! 
The fault is all along of you: 
You brought him in, why did you ſo? 
"I'was not by my deſire you know. 


We have but too much cauſe to fear, 
My guardian, when he'comes to hear 
| We've had a man with us, will kill 
Me, you, and all; indeed he-will. 
No penitence will pard'n procure, 
He'll kill us ev'ry ſoul I'm ſure. 


SONG CCCIV. 


JN vain you bid your captive live, 
While you the means of life deny, 
Give me your imiles, your wiſhes give 
To him who mult without you die. 


Shut from the ſun's enliv'ning beam, 5 
- Bid flow'rs retain their cent and hue; 

Its ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 

And me exiſt depriv'd of you. | 

| $ONG 
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SONG cccv. 
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CN Wherefore this terrible flarry! 
My ſpirits are all in a hurry 
And above and below, | 
From my top to my toe, 
Are running about hurry ſcurry. 


My heart in my boſom a bumping, 
Goes thumping, 
And jumping, 
And thumping : 
Is't a ſpectre I ice! 
Hence, vaniſh, ah me! 
My ſenſes deceive me, 
Scon reaſon will leave me: 
What a wretch am I deſtin'd to be. 


* —_— — 
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s ON G CCCVI. 
IE ſwain, with his flock, by a brook loves 


to reſt, 
With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his breaſt ; 
The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold ? _ | 
The Briton, his foe—and the miſer, his gold. 
The pleaſures I chute, yield more joy to my ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full-flowing bowl. 


L 
4 
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The huntſman, fatigu'd with the toil of the chace, 
By the fide of a fountain delights to ſolace; 
At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine ; 
The beau, at the play or aſſembly to ſhine. 
The pleaſures I chuſe, xc. 


My Chloe's in rapture, to hear herſelf prais'd; 

The courtier, to find that his income is rais'd : 

Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels o 

ſhine, | 

And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers, in filence to pine. 
The pleaſures I chuſe, &c, 


$ome cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and ſome 


tea; . 
Some talkirg, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 
lay : | 4 


Their choices are dull—there's a ſpirit in wine, 

That more than enlivens with rapture divine: 
That pleaſure | chuſe, it yields joy to my ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full- flowing bowl. 


— 
* _— 


$ONG CCCyIL 


8 pleaſing pains, unknown before, 
My beating boſom feels, EY 
When I behold the blifsſs! how'r 
Where dear Delia dwells. 


— 


* 
2 


1 
That way I N drive my flock ; 


Ah! happy, happy vale! 

There look, and with; and while I look 
My ſighs increafe the gale, 
My ſighs increaſe the gale. 


Sometimes at midnight do I ſtray | 
Beneath inclement ſkies, 

And there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's {I-ep-ſeal'd eyes: 

So pioas pilgrims nightly roam, 
With ted ious travel faint, 

To kits alone the clay- cold tomb 


Of ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint, 
Ot ſome, &c. 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, | 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe blefſings ſhare, 
For which I figh in yain ? 
But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impart: 
She's not your tenant ;—ſhe is mine; 
Her manſion is my heart, 
Her manſion is my heart. 


_— — 


* 1 
SONG CCCVII. 


'TOVE, in his chair. 8 
Of the ſky Lord-May'r, a 


With his nods * 
Men and Gods 
Keeps in awe; 
When he winks 
Heaven ſhrinks, 
Whea he ſpeaks 
Hell ſqueak«; 
Earth's globe is but his taw, 


Cock of the ſchool] 
He bears deſpotic rule, 


His word 
Tho' abſurd 
Muſt be law. | 7 
Even fate, ; | 
'I ho? 10 great, 
Mult not prate ; 
His bald pate 
Jove would cuff, 
He's ſo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
To ftir muſt ceaſe, 
Or gnaw. 


s } 
' $ONG CCCIX. 


7 xg not lewd Jove 
Thus to wrong my chaſte love, 
For ſpite of your 1akehelly. godhead, 
By day and by night, 
Juno will have her right, 
Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded. 
I'll ferrit the haunts | 
Of your female gallants, 
In vain you in darkneſs encloſe them, 
Your favourite jades, 
Tl! plunge to the ſhades, 
Or into cows metamorphoſe them. 


_— 


— — 


SONG CCCX. 


E by your friends adviſed, 
B Too harſh, too halty dad! 
Maugre your bolts, and w.ſe head, 

The world will think you mad. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 

His roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Than le cas the lamps, beat watehmen 

And {tagger to ſome punk. | 


[ 30% } 


SONG CCCXL 


INCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog; 
You can help to brins tome harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and iced the nog. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed; 

Bacon, beans, falt beef, cobbeges, 
Buiter-milk, and oaten bread. 


Come ftrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 

And when daily labout's over 

We'll all dance to your ſtrum, firum, 


/ 
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SONG CCCXIL 


NIRLS are known 
To miſchief prone, 

It ever they be idle. 
Who would rear 
Two daughrers fair, 
Muſt hold a feady bridle; 
For here they ſkip, 
And there they trip, | 

And this and that way idle, 
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Giddy' maids, 
Poor filly jades, | 
All after men are gadding ; 3. 
They flirt pell-mell, 
Their train to ſwell, 
To coxcomb, cox comb adding : 
To ev'ry fop 
They're cock- a-hoop 
And ſet their mothers madding. 


- 


SONG CCCXIII. 


RAY, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of 
your tongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury fom your eyes ? 
Remember when the judgment's weak, the preju- 
dice is ſtrong. 
A ſtranger why will you deſpiſe ? 
Ply me 
Try me 
Prove, ere you deny me: 
If you call me 
Ott, you blaſt me 
Never more to riſe, 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXIV, 
HALL a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
| Dare my amours to croſs ? | 
Shall a peaſant minx when juſtice Midas wooes, 
Her noſe up at him toſs ? | 
No: I'll kidnap-then poſſeſs her. 
P11 ſell her Pol a ſlave, get mundungus in exchange; 
So glut to the height of pleaſure - 
My love and my revenge. 


No, I'll kidnap, &c. 


* . — - 
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SONG ccexv. 


Upiter wenches and drinks, 
e rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as l. 
Juno rates him 
And grates him, A 
And leads his highneſs a weary life; 
1 1 have my laſs, | 1 
| And my glaſs, 
And ftrole a batchelor's merry life. > 
Let him fluſter 
And bluſter, Nn 
Yet cringe to his harridan's furbello ; 
_ o my fair tulips, 
I glew lips, 


And clink the cannikin here below. 
U SONG 
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- ALL around the pa how * trot, 


Pot 
And good ale bave gor; 
| Routing, : 171 : 
_ Shouting,' | | | p54 — 
At you ſlouting. £55 
Flering, 7 
Jeering, I 
And what not. | 
= Mg. like a mac 
| ad, 
Glad 
To ſee us ſad, 
Capirinſgg® 725700 1 
 Vap'ring, IR 41 
While Pol, ſrapings | 
Coaxes 5 _ 
The doxies 
1 he Gy thi dad. 
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8 ON G cer. . ba. 


URE I ſhall run with vexation ditrafed, 
To ſee my. purpoſes thus counteracted : 
Tais way or that way, or which way = 
All n run oy to Fon r 


= « # * '} 
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Davphters projedcti 
Thei 2 oY 2 4 
Fathers neglecting 
The card of their fame; e 
N arſing i in boſom a treacherous viper; K 
Here's a bye fance——but cis he pays the pipes, 


s O-N C. 


E', as tight a lad to ſee to, 
f J As c'er "Rept i in leather ſhoe ! 
And, what's better, he ll love me too, 
And to him I'll prove true blue 44 


Tho? my ſiſter caſts a hawk's eye 
I defy what ſhe can do, 3 
He o'erlook'd the little doxy, Ws 
I'm the girl he means to wee. 24 141% 


Hither I ſtole out to meet him, b 
He'll no doubt, my Reps purſue: 

If the youth prove true, III fit bim 3 
If he” : falſe—I'll at him too. 
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ou ay, at your feet chat E wept in deſpair, 

And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair: 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke. 
What know we of angels ?—l meant it in joke. 


NAT + 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love. 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove: 
J have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar-year ; 
And not yet contented !—Have conſcience, my dear. 


** 


1 


s Oo NO ECCXX, 


| IF you can capers. as well as you madulate 
With the addition of that pretty: face, 
Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a God o' late, 
Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard fo frowſy, his geſtures fo awkward are, 
And his bagpipe has ſo drowly a drone, 

That if they find you, as I did, no backwarder, 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 


SONG 


Xi 
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Dapbne. NH minikin miſs, do you fancy that Pol 
Can ever be caught by an infant's dol? 
Ny/a, Can you miſs Maypole, ſappoſe he will fall 
In love with the gianteſs of Guild-hall ? 
Daph. Pigmy elf, r 
Vu /. Coloſſas ite, 
Bo:b. You will lie till you're mouldy upon the ſhelf. 
Dnph. You ttuwp & th' gutter, you hop o' my thumb, 
| A huſbind for, you mud from Lilliput come. 
II. You talking ſteeple, you gawky ſtag, * 
Yceur hulband muti come from Brobdignag. 
Daf. Sour grapes, | 
Ng Lead apcs, | 
Borb. I'll humble your vanity, miſtreſs Trapes, 
Deph. Miis your aflurance, 
NV. And mils your high zirs, 
Dag. Is paſt at} W e 
M.. : Are at their laſt pray' rs. 
Dab. No more of thoſe ſreedoms, miſs Nyta, I beg. 
Ay. Miſs Daphne's concei: mutt be lowerd a peg. 
Dag“. Poor ſpite 
NJ. j | Pride hurt! 
Daęb. Liver white! 
A's) Rare ſport ! 
Dajh. | Do, ſhew your teeth, ſpitfhre, do, but you 
; can't bite, S 
This haughtineſs ſoon will be laid in the 
f dirt. 3 a 
Poor ſpite, &c, + . 
Pride hurt, &c, 


U3 SONG 
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8 ON CCCXXE. 


O What pleaſure will abound | 

When my wife is laid in ground! 
Let earth cover her, = 
We'll dance over her 

When my wife is laid in ground. 


Oh how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with. me! 
How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 


=” 
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SONG CCCXXHI. 


E'ER will 1 be left i“ the lurch; . 
Ceaſe your bribes and wheedling : 
Till Pm made a bride! the church | 
PI keep man from meddling. ' 
What are riches 2 1 

And ſoft ſpeeches ? 

Baits and fetches 

'To bewitch us ; 

When you*ve won us 

And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhun us, 

Frowning on us, 


For our nn piddling, 
'« SONG 


. a Us 
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If into your hen yard Ag od 


The treacherous reynard 
Steals lily, your poultry to ravages 
With gun you attack him, 
With beagles you track him, n . 
All's fair to ey the fell ſavage, 


% 3 * 
* 
* 


So Pol, who comes picking _ | 
Up my tender chicken, 5 
No means do] ſeruple to baniſh ; : * 
With pow'r I'll o'erbear him, | 
With fraud I'll enſnare him, 
By hook or by crook he {hall Yew 


27 * *% J n 
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SO N G 'CCCXXV, 


In thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine; 
Then his guittar he clatters 1 
With tinkling divine: ö 1 4 
But, my fitter, * 
Ah! he kiſs'd her, 
And me he paſs d by; 
Tm jealous — 953 
Of the fellow's | ws 
Bad taſte and blind eye, 


* LE - ou Py 
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E ON G CCCXNVE. 


M#das. AST ER Pol | 
And his toll-de-roll-rol, 
I'll buffet away from the plain, fir. 
| Pan. And PI aftit 
Your worſhip's fiſt 
With all my might and main, fir; 
 My/s. And I' have a thump, 
Though he is ſo plump, 
| And makes ſuch a woundy racket, 
Mid. T1 bluff, - 
| Pan, I'II rough, 
M/. I'll hu, 
Jad. I'll cul 
Omn. And III warrant we pepper his 2251 
Mid. For ail his cheats, | 
And wenching feats, 
He ſhall rue on his knees em, 
Or ſkip, by goles, 
As high as — 8, 
Like ugly witch on beſom ; 
Arraign'd he ſhall be, 
Of treaſon to me! 
Pan. And l with my davy will back it; 
Ii ſwear, 
Mid. T'll ſnare, 
M.. Ill tear. 
On. O rare! 


And Vil warrant we pepper his aue 
$ONG 
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$:/ero. FF a rival thy character draw, 


In perfection he'll find our a favs 
With black he will paint, 
Make a de'il of a ſaint, 
And change to an owl a maccaw. 


*Damatas. Can a father pretend to be wite 


. 


Who his friends good advice will deſpiſe! 


Who, when danger 1s nigh, 
Throws his ſpeRacles by 


$11. 
\Dam. 


Sil. 


Dam. 
Fil. 
Dam. 
Sil. 
Dam, 
Sil. 
Dam. 
Sil, 
Dam, 


En 


And blinks thro' a green girt's eyes t 
You're an impudent pimp and a grub. 
You are fool'd by a beggarly ſcrub. 

Your betters you ſnub. 

Who will lend me a club, — 
This inſolent puppy to drub ? | 
You're an jmpudent pimp and a grub. 
You're cajol'd by a beggarly ſcrub. 

Who will rot in a powdering tub. 

Whom the prince of impoſtors I dub. 


A guinea for a club, 


Your bald pate you'll rub | | 'K 


This muckworm to drub, 

When you find that your cub 

Rub off, fircah, rub firrah, rub, 

I; debauch'd by a whipt ſyllabubz. 
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SONG CCCXXVIE. 


HAT the devil's here to do, 
Ye logger-heads, and dd 
Sirrah you, and huſſey you, 
And each of you tipſey is; ; 
But Pl] as ſure pull down your pride a8 
A gun, or as I'm juſtice Midas. 


* 0 Ine OW 


OW Pm ſeated, 
I'll be treated 
Like the ſophi on his throne, | 
In my preſence, 
Scoundrel peaſants 
Stall not call their ſouls their own. 
My beheſt is, 


He who beſt is, 


Shall be 6x'd muſician chief: 
Ne'er the loſer, 
Shall ſhew noſe here, : 

But be +4 nt like a thief, 


— — ———— ine T 


. 
SONO CCOXXX; 


A Pox of your pother about this or that, 

Your ſhrieking or ſqueaking, a ſharp or a flat; 
I'm ſharp by my bumpers; you're flat, maſter-Potz 
So here goes a ſet- to at toll-de-roll-loll. 


When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 
And after miſs Will o' the Whifp the fools ſcam per, 
Ding dong, in fing ſong, they the lady extol; _ 
Pray what's all this fuſs tor but---toll-de-roll-loll, * 


Mankind are a medley==—a chance medley race; 
All ſtart in full cryto give dame Fortune chace ; - - 
There's caich as catch can, hit or miſs luck is all, 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll-de-roll-loll. + 


I've done, pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too long, 
*1 only meant life is but an old ſong; — 
The world's but a tragedy, comeqy, droll, 
Where all act the ſcene of toli-lol1-de-roll, 
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AH, happy hours, how fleeting 

Ye danc'd on down away; | 

When. my ſoft vows repeating, K 1.4 
At Daphne's feet J lay „ £444 +8026 
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| But from her charms when ſunder'd 
[- As Midas, ſrowns preſage, 

1 Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 

; Fach day appear an age. 


s ON G CCCXXXI. 


I 
NIIrgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground: 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluiter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 
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But when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring; 

To Covent-Garden 'tis ſent, as yet ſweet; | 

WW There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring 
þ Rots, ftinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 
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1 all the employments of life, + 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother; 
Whore and rogue they call huſpand and wife: 
All profeſſions berogue one another: 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, - > 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the fateſmap, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine, 
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POUTH's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Lore is then our duty, 
She alone why that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flower, deſpis'd in decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow, 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, , 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Let us drink, &c. * 


N25 . 20 2 — 0 
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HE modes of the court ſo common are grow u, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intercit is but a loan, | 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
*Tis true you find 

Some friends ſo kind, eh 

Who willgive you good counſcl themſelves to defend, 

| la 
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In ſorrowful ditty, | 
They promiſe, they pity, 4 
But ſhift you for money from triend to friend. 


— * — * | TTY — * 4 — 
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3 HE charze is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges, all rang'd (a terrible ſhow. |) 
Igo, undiſmay'd For death is a debt, 

A debt on demand.——$o0 take what I owe, 


Then farewel, my love—Dear charmer, adieu! 
{ Contented I die 'tis the better for you, 
Here end all diſputes che reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I plcale all my wives. 


SONG CCCXXXVE. 


urb vice in others, as well as in me, 
I wonder we ha'n't better company, 
on Tyburn trec! * | ts 


| oe E laws are made for ev! ry degree, | 
To c 


But gold from law can rake out the Wigs” - 
Ard if rich men like us were to iwing, 
*F would thin the and, ſuch numbers to { ring 


8 O NG 


pon Ty burn tree! 
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80 NG  cooxxxvm, | 
THUS 1 ſtand like a Turk with my dories - 


around; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſ on confound; 
For black, brown and fair, his inconſtancy barns, 
And different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 


Each calls fotth' her charms to provoke his deſires: 
Though willing to all, with but oge he retixes. 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 
The wretch of to day may be happy . 
But think of ig maxim, dec. 3 
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RE woman that ſeduces all mankind,,... .--........ 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts sf 1 

Her very eyes can cheat; hen moſt he's End,. | 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night we roam for prey, 
And praiſe ev'ry fraud to b:ibe her 3 
For ſuits of love, Jie law, are won by PAY. e boo, 
Aud beauty muſt be 12 d into our arms. 


1 
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JF the heart of man is depreſs'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms our ears. 
Roſes =- lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
* > Preſs her, ; OF 
Careſs her, 
With bliſſes, 
| And kiſſes, 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 
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WEET Thruſh, that makes the vernal year 
Sweeter than Flora can appear; 
As Philomel attends thy lay, | 
She envies the return of day : 

The tuneful lyre, and ſwelling flute, 

At thy rich warbling, ſhall be mute; 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 1 
Treaſures up and ends the May, _ 


r fd ©. thi. 


A dd Sd © 


. 4 _ @@1#© Cl wa 


Hark! how the Blackbird wooes his love, 
The ſxill'd muſician of the prove ; 
On {horn as perch'd he nobly ſings, 
A calence for the car of kings, 
| . | Sublime 


FE: Þ ; 
Sublime” and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen: 

Nature's muſic thus 1mproves 

All the graces and the loves. 
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Y the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 
I met young Phæbe that lives at the mill; 
My heart leap'd with joy at ſo pleaſing a fight, 

For Phcebe, 1 vow, is my only delight, 


I told her my love, and ſat down by her fide; 

And ſwore the next morning Pd make her my bride ; 
In anger the ſaid, get you out of my ſight, ” 
And go to your Phillis ;—you met here laſt night. 


Surpriz'd, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean, 

I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, gf 
Nor can I conceive what my Phoebe is at: 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd—well, I love you for that. 


Say did not you meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? * 
O Colin! O Colin! you can't have forgot: 

I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 
You ſtill may deny it— love you for that. 


- 
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*'is falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phæbe, believe, 


For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive ; 
You know very well, he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure my dear charmer muſt hate him for that. 


Come, come, then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, 
Ill own *twas to know the true ſtate of your mind; 
Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, 

I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that, 
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RIGHT Sol is return d, the winter is o'er, © 
His all-cheering beams do nature reſtore; 
The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 
Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe 
The birds cheerful notes are heard in each grove, 
All nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love. 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds came tripping 
amain, | 

All haften to join in the ſports of the plain; 

Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 

The heart that's fincere in affection, may prove 


All nature's force the ſcuſon of love. 


— 


O come 


1 


O come then Philander, with Sylvia away, 

Our friends that expect us accuſe our delay; 

Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 

I'll ſtrive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to win. 

But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the ſeaſon of love. X 
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OUNG Phillis one morning a may ing would go; 
Y When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to 
and fro, | 2 
In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, 
Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave her delight: 
Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did move; 
Each bird on the {pray could have told her *twas love. 


At length ſhe grew weary, and ſat by a brook - . 
Where Strephon the ſhepherd was baiting his hook: 


- Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain; 


His heart was inflam'd to — her ſoft pain; 
The ſwain had led many a laſs in the grove, 
And he (wicked rogue !) thought that Phillis would 


love. 


Howe' er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
»Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her breaſt: 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 
Which Strephon perceiv,d, and began to adore: 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her love. : 
X 2 SONG 
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HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals foftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone! heart - ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


Thy nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till mern unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : 
The pymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
I he promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Ka.e of Aberdeen. 


III tunc my pipe to playful notes, 
And route yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their theodts, 5 
And hail the maid ] love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green ; 

Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


' Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves diſportive play, 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or 1ing their love tun'd lay. 
Till May i in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen 
The nymphs and ſwains exul:ing cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ | SONG 
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HE kind appointment Czlia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
There, fretting long, poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And vented thus his paſſion. 


Arx. 


To all the ſex deceitful 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many, 
And, Oh! too hard to bear; 
The joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. 


ReciTrarTrive. 


Now Czlia, from mamma pot looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat : 

With modelt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 

And chid her tardy feet. 

The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reſtrain, 

But as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his * ſtrain. 

3 
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How engaging, how endearing, 


Is a lover's pain and care 
And what joy the nymph's appearing 
After abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wiſe increaſe defiring, 
By contriving kind delays ; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean 15—more to pleaſe. 


—— 
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HE Woodlark whiſtles through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love 

To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 

Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt 

Swells with a lover's joy confeſt, 

To hear, and to reward the lay. 


Come then, my fair-one, let us prove 
From their example how to love : 

For thee the early pipe PI] breathe ; 

And when my flock returns to fold, 

Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 

And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


$ONG 
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J H EN Fanny to woman is growing a- pace, 

V The roſe-bud beginning to blow on her 
face; | 

For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. | 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 

Than, among the gay youths, a tyrant ſhe reigns; 

And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her —_ pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
waat, | 


Tho? all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout 

Tho? flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 

Her * pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
What. | 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 

From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 

Not knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her * pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
What. 


Ve fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may; 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray; 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conj ugal knot, | 
Tho? yrs. pant &er ſo much, you'll ſoon know for 
wnat. . 
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'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
I and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 


A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 


And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
crown'd, x | 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 
> And deck'd the ſod ſeats at the door, 


We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cuil'd me the beſt; 
Whilit thrown from my guard, by ſome glances 
ſhe caſt, | 
Love = ſtole into my breaſt. 
0 


I told my ſoft wifhes, ſhe ſweetly replied, 


(Ve virgins, her voice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Vet take me, tond ſhepherd, I'm thine, 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
$0 fimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd en her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ftream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 
NY SA Togethes 
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Together we range o'er the ſlow- riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views : 

Or reit on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my mule. 

To pomp, of proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of bumble deſcent ; 

The cottager peace is well known for ber fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam d her content. 
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OUNG Jenny, the blitheſt that dwelt on the 

Or tript it each morn on the green; [plain, 
Unwounded around her there ſcarce liv'd a ſwain, 

So winning, ſo graceful her mien: 

In vain did each ſhepherd his paſſion declare, 

In vain did they pray. and proteſt ; [fair 

For oft when they breath'd out their anguiſh—the 
Reply'd—that all love was & jelt. 5 


Till Jockey, a youth that could die and adore, 
In language averſe to his heart; 
Who'd prove falſe and inconſtant as oft as he ſwore, 
So perfectly ſkill'd in the art; | 
With ſoft proteſtations approach'd the coy maid, 
And ſighing his paſſion expreſt; a | 
But ſhe yet unmov'd by ought that he ſaid, 
Reply'd———that all love was a jeſt, 
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Dear Jenny, return'd he, my vows, are ſincere, 
Nay read but my love in my eyes; 

The arrows of Cupid are ſtrangely ſevere, 
Then do not his Godhead deſpiſe: 

He told her beſides, at her feet he could die, 
With all that his art could ſuggeſt; 


At which the young ſhepherdeſs, mov'd with a ſigh, 


Cry'd Jockey—and do you not jeſt ? 


Quite conquer'd at laſt, ſhe could triumph no more, 


But yielded nerſelf to the ſwain : 
Not doubting her lover would always adore, 
The charms he had labour'd to gain. 
Severe were the arrows of Cupid, (too true) 
She now felt the wound in = brealt ; 


When forth from the damſel the run- away flew, 


With a—faith I but meant it in jeſt. 


SONG CCCL. 


E T me wander not unſeen, _ 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green z 
here the ploughman, near at hand, 

Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 

And the milkmaid fingeth blithe, 

And the mower whets his ſcythe ; 

And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound 
To many a youth and many a maid 


Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade.” | 
SENTIMENTS, 
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EHOLD the ſweet flowers around, | 
B With all the gay beauties they wear, 
There's none on the plain can be found 

So lovely as Celia is fair. 5 
Ve warblers, now raiſe your ſweet throats, 

No longer in ſilence remain: 

Come, lend a fond lover your notes 
10 ſoften my Cælia's diſdain, 
Oft-times in yon flow'ry dale, 

breathe my complaint in a ſong; 
Fair Flora attends the ſoft tale 

And ſweetens the borders along. 
But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 

The boſom of Flora in May, 
Unkindly pronounces my doom, 

Regardleſs of all I can ſay, 


HEN Hampſhire Billy meets his friends, 
And at the feſtive board unbends, 

He wags his hat and wig- 3; 
But when he feels the ſtrongeſt joy, 
And fancy floats on pleaſure's bia, f 

He grins and cries out giggo. 8 
Plague take your fun, ſaid George, one night, 
— hen lies beyond my bebe ; gibt, 

Do you mean to run your rig-0 ? 
The term I don't well underſtand, 
And muſt inſiſt you tell off hand 

What the Devil you mean by Giggo? 
Pray, Sir, ſaid Will, have you ne'er ſeen, 
A ſchool-boy briſk, at gay thirteen, 

Friſk, capers cut and jig-0? 


*. How 
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How, when a holiday he gets, | 
He buys a leathern thong, and ſweats, 
In keeping up his giggo. 
Still more t'explain it, I affirm, 
That this ſame queer odd jilly jolly term, 
Sprung from the Heathen Greek- a; 
You'd find (if you would take the hint) 
In an Iriſh Lexicon ne'er in print, 
This giggo, go ſo go ca. 
Tis a term of mirth, of fun and joy, 
And he that won't his glaſs employ, 
In Newgate may go liggo; 
But wiſer we behind will ſtay, 
And bankrupt make the cellar key, 
In keeping up the giggo. 
Then fill your glaſs, and drink about, 
What member's in, what member's out, 
[ .̃c qcare not a fingle fig-o; 
Whilſt Bacchus holds the cheerful cup, 
To me *tis equal who keeps up 
The miniſterial giggo. 


T a ſilent evening hour 
: A Two fond lovers in a bower, 
Sought their mutoal bliſs, 
Though her heart was juſt relenting. 
Though her eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, 
et ſhe ſear'd to kiſs. 
Since this ſilent ſhade, he cried, 
Will choſe roſy bluſhes hide, 
| Why will you reſiſt? 
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Since 
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Since. no tcl1-tale: ſpy.1s near us, 
Eye nor ſees, nor ear can hear us, 
Who would not be kiſs'd? 


Celia, hearing what he ſaid, 
Gently lifted up her head, 

Her breaſt ſoft wiſhes fill: 
Since, ſhe cried, no ſpy is near us, 
Eye nor ſees, nor ear can hear us, 
Kiſs, — or what you will. 


III HILST other men ſing of their goddeſſes 

| bright, | | 

Who. darken the day, and enliven the night: 

I fing of a woman, but ſuch fleſh and blood 

One touch of her finger would do your heart | 
good. | — 

Full ten times a day to her chamber I come 

To tell her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck 

| dumb; oe. 

Ah, faith, Im ſtruck dumb with love and ſur- 
prize, | 

And my tongue falls aſleep at the ſight of her 
eyes. J 


Her little dog Pompey's my rival J ſee, 

She ſmiles upon him though ſhe frowns upon me; 

Oh! then my dear Charlotte abuſe not your 
charms, * 

But inſtead of your lap-dog, take me to your 
arms. | | 


THOU 


n 
N ſoft flowing Avon! by thy ſilver 


ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal thy Shakeſpeare 
would dream; ; 
The 3 by moonlight dance round his green 
_ 7: 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Here ſwains ſhall be fam'd for their love, and 
their truth, 

And cheerful old age feel the tranſports of youth; 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 

For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


The love-ftricken maiden, the ſighing young 
ſwain : 
Here rove without danger and toy without pain; 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall here 
dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Flow on, ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow, 
Be the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſnow ; 
Ever ll bs thy ſtream like his fame may it 
| pread, 8 fo 
And the oo ever hallow'd that pillows his 
ead. 


Love, I doat, I rave with pain, 
No comfort's in my mind; 
There ne'er could be a happier ſwain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 


For 
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For when (as long her chains I've worn) 
I ſeek relief from ſmart, 

She only gives me looks of ſcorn; 
Alas! *twill break my heart. 


My rival, rich in worldly ſtore, 
May offer heaps of gold ; 

But ſurely I a heaven adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 

Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize 

For wealth, and not rs why 

And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ? 

Alas ! *twill break my heart. 


When, like ſome panting hov'ring dove, 
T for my bliſs contend, 
And plead the cauſe of eager love, 
She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a healer's part; | 
»Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 
Alas! and break my heart. 


But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And Jam dead and cold, 
Renounce the cruel deed you've done, 
Nor glory when *tis told, 
For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid 
Will take my injur'd part, 
And blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor heart. 
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E verdant woods, and chryftal ſtreams, 
By whoſe enamell'd fide | 
I ſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 
While Jockey was my guide: 
No more their ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylvia's love-ſick mind; 
No rural ſtreams can give me eaſe, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Come, gloomy eve, and veil the ſky 
| With clouds of darkeſt hue; 
Wither ye plants; ye flow'rets die; 
 Unchcar'd with balmy dew. 
Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your ſongs can ſooth my mind, 
My hours of joy, alas! are o'er, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


I'll hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For ſighing ſorrow made. 
Where nought but plantive ſtrains of love 
Reſound through ev'ry ſhade. 
Where the ſad turtle's melting grief 
With Philomel 1s join'd, 
Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit, 

Tho! love's own eloquence perſuades, 

'Tis all a dangerous cheat. 
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Fly quickly, fly the faithleſs ſwain, 
His treach'rous arts deſpiſe ; 

So ſhall you live _ from pain, 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


HE fluggiſh morn, as yet undreſt, 
My Piillis broke from out her eaſt, 
As if ſhe'd made her choice to run 
With Venus, uſher to the ſun : 
The trees like yeomen of her guard, 
And ſerving more for pomp than ward, 

Bank'd on each fide with loyal duty, 
Wave branches to incloſe her beauty, 


"The waken'd earth in odours riſe, 

To be her morning ſacrifice ; 

The flowers, call'd out of their beds, 

Start and raiſe, up their drowſy heads; 

And he that for their colour ſeeks, 

May find it vaulting in her cheeks, 3 
Where roſes mix no civil war TREE: 


Between ber Vork and Lancaſter. 


Theſe miracles had crampt the ſun, 
Who thinking that his kingdom's won, | 
Powders with light his frizzl'd locks, | _ 
To ſee what ſaint his luſtre mocks: | 
Fhe trembling leaves through which he play'd, ' | 
Dappling the walk with light and ſhade, 
Like lattice wiadows give the ſpy 

Room but to peep with half an eye. 
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But what religious palſy's this, 


Which makes the boughs diveſt their bliſs, 
And that they might her footſteps ſtraw, 
Drop their leaves with ſhiv'ring awe. 
Phillis perceives (and leſt her ſtay 

Would wed December unto May) 
Withdrew her beams, yet made no night, 
But left the ſun her curate light. 


WEN innocent paſtimes our pleaſure did 
crown, 

Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 

E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe. 


E ouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 


Let no new whim take thy fancy from me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Fayour thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen? 

Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be ? 

Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe 
een, 

That look with diſdain on unfortunate me? 

Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 

Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 
That ſlid away ſoftly between thee and me; 
E'er ſquirrels, and beaux, and their fopp'ry had 
pow'r , | 
To rival my love and impoſe upon thee, 
Rouze 
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- Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 

Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee. 


Weeteſt of pretty maids,let Cupid incline thees 
T'accept of a faithful heart, which now 
reſign. thee; 
Scorning all ſelfiſh ends, regardleſs of money, 
It yields only to the girl that's gen'rous and 
bonny. 
Take me, Jenny, 
Let me win you, 
While I'm in the humour: 
I implore you, 
I adore you; 
What can mortal do more ? 
Kifs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſlyly; 
There's my hand, there's my hand, *twill never 
beguile thee. | 


Bright are thy lovely eyes, thy ſveet lips de · 
ighting, | | 
Well poliſh'd thy iv'ry neck, thy round arms in- 
viting ; | | 

Oft at the milk-white churn with rapture I've 
ſeen them; * 

But, oh! how I've ſigh'd, and wiſh'd my own 
| arms between them, 4 
Take me Jenny, &c. 


I've 
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Ie ſtore of ſheep, my love, and goats on the 


mountain, 


And water to brew good ale from yon chryſtal 


fountain; 
Pre too a pretty cot, with garden and land to't, 
But all will be doubly ſweet when you pat a 
hand to't. 
Take me, Jenny, &c. 


J you fly me, ſkittiſh. creature, 
Lovely maid, than Flora ſweeter ; 
Shifting like a tim*rcus fawn, 

Near its mother on the lawn, 
Starting, panting, void of reſt, 

Tho” ſuſpicious all that, harms it, 
Ev'ry mov ing leaf alarms it: 

If a glow-worm chance to lie 

Near the hedge tis paſſing by, 


Swift it bounces, with fear diſtreſs d. 


All theſe fooliſh notions fie on, 

I'm no tyger, bear, or lion; 

Grief at heart ſhall ne'er oppreſs thee, 
But fond love with ardour preſs thee; 
Leave (fince paſt thy childiſh years) 
Girliſh whims, and needleſs fears. 


From thy watchful mother flying, 

With a.lover's flame complying, 

Gayly paſs the fleeting hours, 

And mature with female pow'rs: 
2 


Fondly 
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Fondly, toying and-enjoying, 
Taſte the ſweets of conſtant love. 


8 Jockey and Jenny ſat in the edol ſhade; 
Young Jockey was happy, and happy the 
| maid; 
She bluſh'd, and ſhe cry'd, Dear Jockey with 
thee | 
My li fe tho' in bondage, would ſeem to be free.“ 
Then Jockey to Jenny his paſhon to prove, 
Her hand gently kiſs'd, his eyes darting love, 
Cry'd out in a tranſport,.— Was ever a 
„ So happy as Jockey and Jenny the fair? 


Content with each other, in humble retreat, 
They court not new beauties, nor envy the great; 
He'll not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit 
her ſwain, | #37 
For pleaſure that's falſe, or for riches to gain: 
He breathes the ſoft pipe—her voice tunes the- 


ſong, 
Or they hand in hand walk the green vallies a- 
ong; 
Content with true pleaſure their footſteps attends, 
For Jockey and Jenny are lovers and friends. 


While rovers leave Sylvia for Chloe's bright eyes, 
Then Amynta purſue, and fair Chloe deſpiſe ; 
The pure ng of love in their breaſts will ne er 
urn, 
And their nymphs learn from them to be falſe; 
in their turn: 
7. | | While 
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While Jockey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd 


cot 

Are ſtrangers to care, and bleſs fate for their lot, 

Ye gay ns. and fair, would you true pleaſure 
are, 


like Jockey and Jenny the fair. 


1 See it, Myra, know it well, 
That love has reach'd your heart; 
For what your tongue denies to tell, 
Your willing eyes impart. 
When Damon wreſtles on the green, 
Your looks your paſſion prove; 
For in your eyes is plainly ſeen 
The partial joy of love. 


When Sukey gave her lilly hand 


To Damon in the vale, 

Say, could you then your fears command, 
Did not your cheek turn pale ? 

Ceaſe then, dear maid, to teaze the youth, 
But plainly own your flame, 

For love conſiſts of honeſt truth, 
And will itſelf proclaim. 


OUNG Damon, with ſeducing art, 
His well-feign'd paſſion pleads ; 
Bids Sylvia take his conſtant heart, 


She loves, and he ſucceeds : 
ay} 
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Yet he her kiſs-imprinted lips 
Forſakes within the hour, 
And apes the roving bee, that ſips 
The ſweets of ev'ry flow'r. 


New objects now attract his eyes, 
Subdu'd by other charms; 

While hapleſs Sylvia vainly tries 
To lure him to her arms, 

Of this, ye blooming fair, be ſure, 
If virtue once give way, 

The heart you think you hold ſecure, 


No longer owns your ſway. 


- 


OME love to range, ſo fond of change, 
Variety's their ſhrine; 
Each has his fcheme and fav'rite whim, 
But woman, woman's mine. 


The feſtive bowl, the martial ſoul, 
The miſer's I decline ; 

Like childiſh toys, to ſome their joys, | 
But lovely woman's mine. | 


With various arts ſhe charms our hearts, 
And makes this life divine; 

For all the tricks of all the ſex, 
I'd {till have woman mine. 


Let idiots rave, who what they'd have, 
The ſex they can't define ; 

Jnſt as ſhe is, ſhe's form'd to pleaſe, 
And long be woman mine. 
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The ſparkling eye, the melting ſigh, 
When heart and heart conjoin; 
The bliſs of love, all bliſs above, 


Make charming woman mine. 


In oy and ftate, ſucceed, ye preat, - 
PI envy nor repine; 

If bleſt with pow'r, to life's laſt hour, 
To keep dear woman mine, | 


OW heavy the time rolls along, 
Now Juha is out of my ſight ; 
How dull is the nightingale's ſong, 
ll That formerly gave ſuch delight. 
9 The meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
6 Now loſe all their verdure of May; 
The cowſlip and violet are ſeen 
To droop, fade, and wither away. 


1 Bright Phœbus no longer can pleaſe, 
WM Gay proſpects no longer can charm ; 
1 E'en — ay affords me no eaſe, 

i Tho? wont ev'ry paſſion to calm; 

Wl, My flocks too diſorderly ſtray, 
And bleat their complaints in my ear; 
No more they leap, frolic and play, 

' But ſad like their maſter appear. 


f But ah! if my Julia were ſeen, _ 

| My lambs they'd rebound on the plain ; 

1 Each flow'ret would ſpring on the green, 
And nightingales charm me again: 

W | Return 
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Return then, my fair-one, return, 
Your coming no longer delay; 
O leave not your ſhepherd to mourn, 
But haſten, my charmer, away. | 


© 


N pity, Celia, to my pain, 
I éNo more my heart reprove, 
Nor let the blaſts of cold diſdain 
Deſtroy my riſing love : 
My love, as yet, but newly blown, 
Muſt die for want of care ; 
*Tis your's (as you the ſeeds have ſown) 
To ſave the flow*rs they bear. 


When firſt the ſpringing flow'r appears, 

And ihews its Ang head, 

Each gentleſt wind it ſhiv'ring fears, 

And courts the gard'ner's aid, 

In pity then, no longer ſtrive 

To grieve my faithful'mind ; 

Since love and faith, and juſtice too, 
Expect you to be kind. | 


82 why muſt the poet's ſoft lays 

To beauty be always confin'd ? 

Or why not the tribute of praiſe 

Be paid to the charms of the mind? 
Why need we obferve what we know, 
'That beauty will quickly decay, 

Like flow'rs, which as ſoon as they blow, 
Droop, wither, and then fade away ? 


The? 
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Tho? not with that raviſhing form, 
Which blooming Lucinda can boaſt, | 
Shall Celia be treated with ſcorn, - 
Or ſlighted becauſe ſhe's no toaſt ? 
No, ſurely, for all muſt revere 
The charms of her temper and mind; 


Her judgement ſo ſolid and clear, 
Her taſte ſo correct and refin'd. 


'Then why not the tribute of praiſe 
Be paid to the charms of the mind ? 
Or why muſt the poet's ſoft lays 
To beauty be always confin'd ? 

"Ye ſwains, then be prudent and wiſe, 
Nor liſten to beauty's falſe voice; 

A happineſs pure of the prize, 

Let merit alone claim your choice. 


ES, Delia, tis at length too plain, 


My boaſted liberty how vain, 
Thy eyes triumphant prove: 
My freedom nowT ceaſe to boaſt, 
But think that freedom nobly loſt, 
By ſerving thee and love, 


I talk'd, I laugh'd, with every fair, 
No jealous pang, no anxious care, 
Did &er my heart perplex; 
Till I beheld, too lovely maid, 
In thee with ey'ry grace diſplay'd, -. 
The charms of all thy ſex, 


AH! 
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H !+Strephon, what can mean the joy, 
The eager joy 1 prove, 
While you each tender art employ 
To win my ſoul to love? 


So well your paſſion you reveal, 
So top the lover's part, 
That l with bluſhes own, I feel 
A rebel in my heart. | 
Then take the heart, that pines to go, 
But fee it kindly us'd; 
For who ſuch preſents will beſtow, 
If this ſhould be abus'd ? 


N this ſhady bleſt retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my dear; 
Hark ! I hear his welcome feet 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 
Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to love's appointed hour ; 
Joy and peace now-ſmile again, * 
Love, I own thy mighty power. 


E winter its deſolate train 
Of froſts, and of tempeits may bring; 
Yet Flora iteps forward again, | 
And nature revives in the ſpring. 
Tho' the fun in his glory's decreas'd, 
; Of his beams in the ev'ning is ſhorn, - 
Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, ; 
And repairs them * in the morn, 
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But what ean youth's ſunſhine recall, Hs 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginuing to fall, 
It dies and 1s heard of no more, 


The ſ pring-time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 
For Cupid' s a vagrant, a boy, 3 
And his ſeaſons will never return, 


Un whining, whimp” ring purcblicd boys 
| Shall ne'er my virgin peace annoy; 

A fig ſor Cupid, and his dart, 
Pow'r and wealth ſhall rule my heart. 


With youth and health, and freedom bleſs'd, 
P11 be kind while Pm careſs'd ; 

But if the ſwain's inclin'd to range, 

Then I as readily will change. 


For why ſhould I by nature free, | 
To man reſign my liberty? * : 
No, I'Il the female right maintain, 

*Tis theirs to yield, and ours to reign, 


E nymphs, whoſe ſofter fouls approve 
Y The touching ftrain of heart-felt ane 
P11 tell you of the gentleſt ſwain | 
That ever grac'd the rural plain. 

Who, but Lyſander, has the pow'r 
To brighten ev'ry darkſome hour? 
To call a ſmile from dimple ſleek, - 

Or make the blood forſake the cheek ? 
| None 
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None with my love could e'er compare, 

For manly beauty, graceful air; ö 
For ſpeech whoſe accents mild inſpire. 


Gay delight and ſoft deſire. 


- This matchleſs youth I now poſſeſs, 
O love abate thy fond carels ; 
For am loſt to all relief, 
If joy can kill as well as grief. 


N a vale, clos'd with woodbines, where grot- 
toes abound ; | | 
Where rivyulets murmur, and eckoes reſopnd ; 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and my care, f 
Since neither could win me the {miles of my fair. 


As freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung, 

And Daphne's dear name never fell ſrom my 
T tongue : 

But if a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I could wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne were 

| near. | 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 

To drive from my heart the dear nymph I ador'd = 
But the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd,. 

The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


Ah! whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 

I till muſt my Daphne's fair image review : 

The Graces have choſen with Daphne to rove; 
And the Muſes are all in alliance with Love. 


FE" "Bm. CRUEL. 


Mee 


RUEL Strephon, will vou leave me, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn? 

Will you leave me, cruel Strephon, 

Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 

Can, ah! can you this deceive me, 

Can you teat my love with ſcorn? 


O! behold your Chloe pleading, 
Turn and ſee your once loy'd maid ; . 
Let ſoft pity intercceding, 

' Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd; 
Muſt 1 hopeleſs pine and languith ? 
Frenzy ſeize. my tortur'd brain; 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 

See, he glories in "BY pain. 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to 
be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt; 
And all nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
Aud the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt ; 
When the 8 inactive, ſtands ſhiv*ring with 
>" 
As bleak the winds northerly blow, 
And the innocent flock run for ſhelter to fold, 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow, | 
In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with 
| ſtraw, 
And ſend forth their breath like a team; - 
When the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt 
thaw 
F Res of ice which ſhe finds on her cream; 
When 
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When the blithe country laſs as freſli as a roſe, . 


As ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlides ; 
And the ruſtic laughs loud, if in falling ſhe: 


ſhews 
Thoſe charms which her modeſty hides. | 


When the lads and the laſſes for. company 
join'd, 

As round the hall embers they ſet, 

Talk of witches and * that ride on dhe 
wind, 

And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat ; 

When the birds to the barn-door come hov? ring | 
for food, 

Or ſilently fit on the ſpray ; . 

And the poor timid hare, ia vain ſeeks the wood, | 

For faithleſs her footſteps betray. 


Heavens grant in that ſeaſons, it may be my lot, 

With the girl that I love and admire, 

When the iſicles hang to the eve of my cot, 

I may thither in ſafety retire ; 

There in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſur- 
prize, | 

We may hve in each other ſecure, 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 

But thoſe which each other can cure. 


M* likes was the blitheſt lad, 
That ever maiden woo'd ; 
When he appears, my heart 1s glad, 
For he is kind and good. 
2 3 He 
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He talks of love, whene'er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow ; _ 

Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
T have-no pow'r to go. 


| All other laſſes he for ſakes, 

| And flies to me alone; 

At every fair, and all the wakes, 

I hear them making moan : 

He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair; 

No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half fo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by, 

For I alone am all his care, 
When any danger's nigh. 
He vaws to wed next Whitſunday, 

And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife? 


N ler fragrant lily of the vale, 

So elegantly fair, 

Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare; 

What tho? on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide; 

Its ſweetneſs far out- vies the roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The 


( 357 1 


The coſtly tulip owes its hae 
To many a gaudy ſtain ; 
In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain: 
See how the curious floriſt's hand, 
Uprears its humble head; 
And to preſerve the 8 flower, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace ; 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely face: 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
I'he inference of my tale; 
May 1 the floriſt be—and thou 
The lily of the vale, 


T Windſor, where Thames glides fo 
ſmoothly along, 8 

Lives the wiſh of my heart the dear girl of 

my ſong ; | 

Her name all the day I with rapture repeat, | 
And am 175 when the ſhepherds but talk of my 

ate. 


When my fair-one is by, the whole villageis gay 
For tis ſhe, not the ſun, that enlivens the day: 
The lads are all happy, when round her they 
Walt, i 
And the aſſes learn prudence by watching, my 
ate, 


Should 
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Should I join the pale lily, or bluſh-painted roſe, 


And with pinks, or ſweet woodbines a garland 


compoſe; \ 
More lovely to fight are her looks, and more 
ſweet 
Is the ſragrance that dwells.0n the lips of my 
Kate. 


Huſh, huſh, ye vain n warblers, no more croud the 
ſpray, 


Nor think to delight with your innocent lay ; 
Witch ſucceſs you may tune the ſoft notes to your 


mate, 
But your notes are all harſh to the voice of my 
Tate. 


As ſhe ſits on the banks, by the ſide of the fiream, 


The fiſli without fear feed and play by the brim ; 


And why ſhould they not ?—they can think no 


deceit, 


Such truth is confeſt in the looks of my Kate. 


The ſhepherds bring ne of flow'rs— but the 

maid 

Cries—Theſe are but i chat I too muſt 
fade; 


But myrtles Ill bring, and, in their happy date, 


Shew the unfading charms of the mind of * 
n. ' 


HOPELESS 
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OPELESS lovers, who ſue in vain, 

H. Whoſe hearts are frozen with cold diſdain, 
Learn of Jockey love's pleaſing art, 4 
Tuo quell a beauty's inſolence, and melt her heart: 

He, like you, would ſigh and pine, 
From Phœbus' riſe to his decline: 
I deny'd and reply'd, with ſcornful brow, 
Ah, Jockey, 'twill not do, prithee leave me now, 
Gazinz, advancing, his eyes love darting, 
Jenny, ſaid he, one kiſs at parting; 
Claſping then my ſlender waiſt, 
With eager arms he me embrac'dy 
Kiſs'd me, call'd on heav'n above, 
To reward his conſtant love. 
Partially I ey'd him, 
Faintly I deny'd him, 
My tongue bely'd my heart; 
is ſhape, his face, 
And manly grace, 
| 8 took my lover's part. 
J his ſuit approving, _ _ 
He my doabts removing, 
With ardour reply'd, 
I'll haſte to bring 
The wedding ring, 
Lovely Jenny is my bride. 
HFapleſs lovers, mind what I ſing, 
No cure for diſdain like a kiſs and a ring. 


- 
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Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 3 
Clarinda's fix'd reſolve to move; 

My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 

But juſtly ſcorns the guilt of love, 


RECITATLVE. 
Is this, ye pow'rs, his boaſted flame ? 
O ſay, is this his only end? 
And can his love deſtroy the fame, 
His truth and honour ſhould defend ? 


* , 
AIX. 


+ O! for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 


'The ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely find, 
he heart that could admire his face, 
Can ſtill deteſt him for his mind. 


Like the man, whoſe ſoaring ſoul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 

Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 
With love and honour join'd. 

The oak, by woodbines on the plain, 
Encompals'd and careſs'd, 

Is not more ſledfaſt in its reign, 

Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd. 


The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows and like noiſe, 
Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 
That ſober ſenſe enjoys: 


But 


&; 4 Ws 
But pure and conſtant love endears, | 
And feaſts both ear and fight, N 
While ev'ry thing, that virtue fears, 
Cana give no true delight. _ 


9 Al Ns T che deſtructive wiles of man, 
Your hearts, ye fair-ones, guard, 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 
And play a trickfter's card 1 
With ſtrange delight poor women they ſlight, 
Amuſe, cajole, belie: 0328 "1 
Hence, girls! beware—!ook ſharp - take care; 
For men are wond'rous ſly. 


That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 
His veval ſoul is all for gold, 
* A crocodile, or ſnake. 
See his dire thread! this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly : | 
Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care; 
For men are wond'rous fly, 


A porcupine with rage inſpir'd 
At nymphs he darts his quills; 
A baſiliſs by frenzy fir'd, 

His glance by poiſon kills: 
Wich fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 

Then throws the baubles bjß : 

Hence, girls! bewate—look ſharp— take care, 

For men are wond'rous ſly, | w 

| as 
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Was the whole race of men to meer 


In one wide. ſpreading plain, 


Of conſtancy, of faith; to treat, 


And virtue's ſpotleis train, 

To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we mighty try: 

Hence, girls! beware —look ſharp— take care; 
For men are wond'rous fly. 8 


* E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep 3 
They have no hing to do but to ſtray, 
I have nothing to do but to weep. 

Yet do not my folly reprove; | 

She was fair when my paſſion begun ; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 

She 1s faithleſs—aad I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; hf 


Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo compleat would be ſought 
By a ſwain more en ging than me. 
Ah! love ev'ry hope c, inſpire, 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 


And the lip of the nymph we admire 


Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone; 


Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun | 
What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 


Beware 


LOG Bo 
Beware how ye loiter in vain , 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 
How fair and how fickle they be. 


O ye woods! ſpread your branches apace, 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; 

I would tide with the beaſts of the chace z 
I would vaniſh from ev'ry eye. 

Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun, 

How ſhe ſmil'd, and 1 could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone. 


O thee, O gentle ſleep, alone 
Is owing all our peace; 
By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhowng 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has polleſs'd, 
By thee obtaining a divorce, *' 

In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjares thee not to loſe in day, 
Ihe object of her care. 
To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
That motion chas'd herfleep; 


Thus by ourſelves are ofteneſt wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep. 


co 
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OME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
We'll ſee our loy'd Corydon laid; 

Tho ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, | 

Yet let the ſad tribute be paid, 

They call'd him the pride of the plain, 

In ſooth he was gentle and kind! 

He mark'd in his elegant ſtrain, 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell, 
He cultuz'd yon thyme for the bees, 
But never once rifled their cell, 
Ye lambkins, who play'd at his feet, 

Go Eon your maſter bemoan; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His manners as mild as your own. 


No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail ; 
And winter diſcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges ſhall ſing, 

(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 

Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring, 
Can grett the gay ſeaſon no more, 


His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſten'd they envied his lays, . 
But which of them equal d his ſong ? 


Ye 
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Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus—let me break it in twain, 


* 2 * 
1 


ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf.denying fools I ſcorn : 
The proffer'd bliſs PII ne'er refuſe, 
Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. | 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend? I love at ſight, | 
Drink'ſt thou? This bumper does thee right, 
At random with the ſtream I low, 
And play my part where'er I go. 


But god of ſleep, ſince we muſt be 
Oblig'd to give ſome hours to thee; 

Invade me not, while the full bowl 

Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul - 

Be that the only time to ſnore, ' © 
When can laugh and drink no more; 

Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 

For I'm in haſte to live again, * 


But, Oh! if melting in my arms, 

The nymph belov'd, with all her charms, 

Ih ſome ſoft, dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 

Gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay; _ 

Slowly, ſlowly, bring the day“! 

May no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy ! 

Such ſweet deluſion's real joy, 


. 


TENDER 


| 
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1 
END ER virgins, ſhun deceivers, 


I WIe wich bab ſeducing arts, 
When they find you fond believers, 


I'riumph o'er unguarded hearts, 
If a fickle ſwain purſue you, 
O! beware his ſubtle wiles; 
All his aim 1s to undo ye, 
Ruin lurks beneath his ſmiles. 


Let the youth, whoſe conſtant paſſion | 
Scorns the meanneſs of deceit, 

Warm'd with mutual inclination, 
Render all your joy complete. 


OVELY, yet ungrateful, ſwain, 
Strive not to regain my heart; 
Ev'ry tender look is 'vain, 
Since you play a traitor's part. 
All your oaths, and all your ſighs, 
Once I fooliſhly believ'd, 
But Paſtora's joyful eyes, | 
And your bluſhes, undeceiv'd. 
. Strive not to regain a heart, ; 
True to love, and firm in pain ; 
Which, tho? death ſhould teach the art, 
Can, when lighted, flight again. 


S bringing home, the other day, 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 
The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 


For liberty again; 
ES; | _  Vakeedful 
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Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead; 


In vain they ton'd their pleaſing throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſling thro” the tufted grove, 
ear which my cottage ſtood, 

I thought I faw the queen of love, 
When Chlora's charms I view'd : 

I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale, 

But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 

Nor could my fighs prevail. 


Soon thro? the wound, which love had made, | | 
Came pity to my breaſt, * 

And thus 1 (as compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 

Ve little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew; 

For I who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you.?“ 


OME, Colin, .pride of rural ſwains, 
O come, and bleſs thy native plains ; 

The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 

The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 


When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the birds, and fan the ttees, 


7-5 O 


| e 
O come, and ſee the vi'lets ſpring, . 
The meadows ſmile, the linnets ing; _. 4 
Your eyes our joy leſs hearts can chear, 
O haſte, and make us happy here. 


A H! why ſhould love, with tyrant ſway, 
I Oppreis each youthful heart, 
Muſt all his rigid laws obey, 

And feel his pointed dart? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the galling chain, 
The potent god diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


AIN 1s beauty, gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour; 
* Born juſt to bloom and fade; 
Nor lefs weak, leſs vain than it, 
Is the pride of human wit; 


The ſhadow of a ſhade. 


% 


HE ſweets of es ſhall be our own, 
And ſmiling plenty crown the plains ; 
„Tis peace adorns the monarch's throne, 
And chears the cottage of the ſwains, 


The riſing ſun ſhall bleſs the mead, 
And fair the mountain- olive ſpring ; 
The vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread, 
When glory crowns a patriot king. 


NYMPHS 


4 
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'R TYMPHS and ſhepherds, come away, 
N Wanton in the ſweets of May; 
Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawas, 
Wanton as the bounding fawns : 
Frolic, buxom, blithe,. and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


Told my nymph, I told her true, 

My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And was not Flavia then fincere ? ö 


. How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, * 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs, 

This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear: 

And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere, * 


Go ſ::ar your flocks, ye jovial ſwains ; 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

I know my Flayia's love ſincere. 


Aaz | YE - 
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VV ſhepherds, who bleſt in your loves, 
Live ſtrangers to ſorrow aud fear, 

O!] pity a brother that proves 

The heart- breaking pangs of deſpair... 
What boots it my heifers and ewes 

All thriving and pregnant I find ? 

Poor bleſſings, poor comforts are theſe, 
Since Peggy is falſe and unkind! 


Bear witneſs each fountain and vale, 

Bear witneſs each garden and grove, 
How oft” ſhe has heard my fond tale, 

And ſmil'd on the ſuit of my love. 
But, oh ! cruel change that I find, 

The gentle has now grown ſevere, 
More cold than the north's chilling wind, 
That blaſts the young bugs of the year, 
Range wildly, my flocks and my herds ; 

Begone from your maſter, poor Tray: 
My pipe ſhall no more wake the birds; 

Pl break it, and fling it away. 

Some deſart, all barren and bleak, 
Shall ſhield me from every eye: 
There, Peggy, I'Il weep for thy ſake; 
I'll weep, cruel maid, and I'll die. 
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IJ HO'D know the ſweets of libertß? 
*T1s to climb the mountain's brow ; 
Tbence to diſcern rough induſtry 
At the harrow or the plough: f 
Tis where my ſons their crops have ſawn, 
Calling the harveſt all their own; 


"Tis 
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Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, | 
Never felt unmanly fear; _ 
"Tis where the eye with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 
Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee; 
- Theſe are the ſweets of liberty. 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 
For once attentive be awhile 
To what I now impart, _ 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 

And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears. 

The youthful blood begins to flow, 

She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain 1s felt 
Within the lover's Freaft; 

And you by ſoft perſuaſion melt, 
Each within to be bleſt ; 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 

And that's the way to keep him. 


| At 
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At court, at ball, at park or play, 


Aſſume a modeſt pride; 

And, left your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide : 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate, 

By giddy chat will find too late, 
That's not the way the keep him. 


In drefling ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex ; 


Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 


Your innocence perplex, 

Be always decent as a bride ; 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him, 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 
To make theſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of Jealouſy beware : 
His love with kind compliance meet ; 
Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 
N% on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
L NY Which no real joys impart, 


Nor on heaps of ſardid treaſure, 


Did I fix my youthful heart. 


*Twas not Chloe's perfect feature 
Did the fickle wand”rer bind; 
Nor her form, the boaſt of nature; 
"Twas alone her ſpetleſs mind. 
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Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure; 
Which no real joys impart, 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing, 
That will joys for life enſure; | 

The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 
Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart, 

Nor on heaps of ſordid trealure, 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


\ 


ET others Damon's praiſe rehearſe," 
Or Colin's at their will ; 
I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephoa of the hill, 


As once I ſat beneath the ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill; 
Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the hill ? V3 OP > 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kifs,. 
I could not take it ill; 


For nothing ſure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid ! he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill: 

Conſent this day to be the bride 
Of Strephon of the hill, 


Obſerve. 


So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the hill, 


X ay ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 


XI HAT ſadneſs reigns over the plain! 


Oh! he was our village's pride, 
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Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtil}! 


With Strephon of the hill. 


* 
— 


How droop the ſweet flow'rets around? 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain ! 
-How filent each muſical ſound ! 
No more the ſoft lute in the bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool ev*nings away 
Sad flghs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


This change from his abſence is ſeen; 
*Twas he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gaily we danc'd on the green. 
At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev*ry feaſt in the year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarms ? | 
No juſtice obliged him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible arms: 


* 
WW . 
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Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, '' 
Be heedleſs of life and of limb; | 1 
The country had ſoldiers . , 17 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, . 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, f 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſafety reſtorg; 
P11 ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, #7: 
From my arms he ſhall wander no more. 


— 


. bird that hears her neſtlings ery, 
And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro? the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood ; 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms; 
And ſickens for her darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd,  _ *- 
My faithful boſom — 3 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 

The queen of my deſires - e 
The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimiles are vain, 41 ©, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve'my pain. 
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The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 


For heav'n and joy divine: 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 


More pure, more warm than mine: 
I take what liberty I dare, 


'T were impious to ſay more; 


 Convey m longings to my fair, 


The goddeſs I adore. 


OW Phcebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 
Tipſy dance, and jollity : 
Braid your Jocks with roiy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now 3s gone to bed, 
And advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict ge, and ſour ſeverity, 


With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie, 
b hs gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 

And failing down the ſilver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves : 


The ſilver tide that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 


But not ſo ſweet, blythe Cupid knows, 


As Delia is to me, 
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A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder ſruit-tree ſun 
And ſtill the pendant neſt e view'd, 
That held her feather'd young: 
Tho? dear to her maternal heart, 
The genial brood muſt be ; 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. > 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, * 

Mere native of the dale; 

Scarce plugk'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
Tf luckleſs torn from thee ; 

For what the root 1s to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me, 


Two doves I found like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia P11 beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair : 

May they, of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be; | 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


— 


I Met in our village a ſwain t'other day: 
He opp me, and begg'd me a moment to | 
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Then bluſh'd, and, in language 1 neꝰ er heard 


before, = 

He talk*d e of love, and ſome pains that he 
1 . e 

But what was his meaning I know not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 

He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 

The ſweeteſt and gayeit, he picks from the reſt, 

And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my 
„ Walt: —/*- , 

But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


Vet, alas! my poor heart feels I cannot tell how. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me 

He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conftant and true : 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow, 
Yet, alas ! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 
And hear him, poor youth! breathe a thouſand 
of ſighs; $2.97 F912 


He tells me, no nymph in the world is like me, 


Nor ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas ! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


= 


Why does the dear ſhepherd tome thus complain, 
Anil for that my eyes are the cauſe of 2 hom ? 
| n L 


| ( 379 J 
Indeed, ever ſince, his ſad fate I deplore, 
And I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more, 
I'Il do all I can to relieve him, I vow, 


If he will be ſo kind as to teach me but how. 


ENTLE Damon, ceaſe to woo me, 
"Tis in vain you thus yrs mez 
Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me; 
Nor can change my conſtant heart. 


Young Philander's generous paſſion 
Taught me firit ſoft inclination ; 

Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion 
Make me act a treach'rous part. 


Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then, this complaining, 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining ; 

Let bright honour, once more reigni 
To your ſoul its rays impart. 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his ſilver ſtream, 

How briſk.the nymphs, the ſwains how gay ! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay : 
The birds in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker eluſters hung; 
All look'd as joy could never fail 7 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, ; 
The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, wh 
; ow 
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Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 
'To northern men, an iron race : 


1 


The taſte of pleaſures now is oer; 


Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's vale! 


Ws, means that tender ſigh, my dear? 
Why filent drops that chryſtal tear? 
What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, | 
Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 

What tho? thy Jockey has ſeen 

With Molly ſporting on the green, 

*Twas but an artful trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


*Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſt | 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 

But *twas at her deſire to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous eye : | 
Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

A ſweet perfume that never dies. 


HE lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn; 


Young Colin follow'd with his flail, 


She went to fill her milking-pail; / 


He lov'd, and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now; 


She anſwer'd, She muſt milk her cow. 1 
| | N FE e 


WW. i a 


He ſighing, vow'd he lov'd her more 

Than ever ſwain did nymph before; 

With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 

And preſt the fair-one in his arms. | 

She bid him keep his diftance now, a 

Nor hinder her to milk her cow. in | 


Fair maid, he cry'd, would you approve 

An artleſs ſhepherd's honeſt love, 

You” little farm, yon? flocks are mine; 

All, with their maſter's heart, are thine. | | 
Then begg'd the would his flame alloy; | | 
She anſwer'd, She muſt milk her cow. LERDE 
Not ſo repuls'd, the comely youth 
With kiſſes, pray*rs, and vows of truth, 
So pleas'd the maid, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 
And to the church they inſtant went: 
His flame ſhe did not diſallow, | 
But quite forgot to milk her cow. 


A* dewy dawn, as o'er the lawn 
Young Jockey early ſtray'd, 

He chanc'd to meet with Jenny ſweet, 
That blooming lovely maid : | 

Her cheeks ſo red, with bluſhes ſpread, 
Shew'd like the break of day; | 

Her modeſt look the ſhepherd took 
She ſtole his heart away. 
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With tender air he woo'd the fair, 
And movingly addreſt; * 


And warm the coldeſt breaſt. 
Her eyes he prais'd, and fondly gaz'd 
On her enchanting face, 
* Where innocence and health diſpenſe 
Each blooming roſy grace. 


Young Jenny's breaſt, love's pow'r confeſt, 
And felt an equal fire; 
Nor had ſhe art to hide her ſmart, 
Or check the fond defire. 
Hymen unites in bliſsful rites, 
The fair, the matchleſs two; 
And wedlock ne'er cou'd boaſt a pair 
More loving, and more true. 


REEDOM is a real treaſure, 
Love a dream, all falſe and vain; 

Short, uncertain is the pleaſure, 

Sure and Jaſting is the pain. 
A ſincere and tender paſſion, 

Some ill planet over-rules; 
Ah! how blind is inclination ? 

Fate and women doat on fools. 


- 


| SENTIMENTS 


N 
FTNAIR Kate ] lov'd but ſhe unkind, 
My humble ſuit wogld never mind 
But treat me with ſeverity ; 
Tho' oft my cry, 
For you I die, 
O love again for charity. 


Dear Kate, I cry'd, your taunts forbear, 
A faithful paſſion I declare, | 
With honeft truth and verity, 
Then with a figh, 
Begg' d ſhe'd comply, 
Doing ſo much for charity. 


But I to ſtock or ſtone might preach, 
And liſten full as well would each, 
So great was the diſparity : 
or e*er wou'd ſhe, 
Once grant to me, - 
The ſmalleſt grain of charity. 


Then fay ye fair, was this not hard, 
That fate ſhould play ſo ſmart a card, 
Where was lach great diſparity ?' 
Enrag'd ſays I, 
Iwill not die, 8h 
Pl! on my ſelf have charity. 


 Truft ye, methinks I hear you fay, 
Much better die another day, 
Io die for love's a rarity ! 
Let this prevail, 
You've heard my tale, 
Then ladies Judge with cheriy. 
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* virgins of Britain who wiſely attend 

The dictates of roaſon, who value a friend, 
Come liſt to my council and mark what I ſay, 
Ve damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


Tho” guarded by virtue's all foſtering hand, 
Tho' modeſty lend you her magical wand, 
Tho' innocence deck you with ſpotleſs array, 
Ve damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


When firſt the gay beauties of nature appear, 
And Phoebus? bright ſmile cheers the juvenile 
ear; 6 | 


* | 
When the birds chaunt their amourous notes 


from each 


a ſpray, 
Ye damſels beware of the danger of May. 


Should Flora propoſe the gay vernal delight, 
Her delicate paintings exhibit to fight, 
In her meadows and fields ſhould you frolic and 


play, | | 
Beware, - beware, of the dangers of May. 
When the blood briſkly flows the all eloquent 
eyes, 
Reveal ev'ry ſecret the heart would diſguiſe; 
The boſom quick panting with force ſeems to 


ſay, | 
"Tis hard to reſiſt all the dangers of May. 


Should an amourous youth this ſoft ſcene to im- 
prove, | . 

With ardour implore the reward of his love, 

If Hymen attend you his dictates obey, 


For wedlock removes all the dangers of May. 
: ens LET 


| * 
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ET fanciful lovers who fing of the fair, 

To angel or goddeſs their charmers compare, 

In ſoft ſoothing ſonnets their beauties rehearſe, - 

And boaſt of their charms in a rapturous verſe : 
Love the dear creatures! ſuch ſtuff I deteſt ; 


For believe me ye fair ones, plain truth is the 
beſt. | 


They'll tell you your cheeks with the roſe-bud 
may vie, | | 

The diamond looks dim, when compar'd with 

your eye ' 

Nay more to deceive you they'll ſwear it is true, 

That Venus herſelf is a dowdy to you, 

But ſuch ſtupid nonſenſe believe is a jeſt, 

For truſt me ye fair ones, plain truth is the beſt. 


Tho? finical fops may your perſons commend, 

A flatterer never was yet a true friend, 

Tis not the fair face tho” it blooms like the roſe, 

_ *Tis not the bright eye, that the diamond out+ 
| glows, f 

*Tis only good humour gives beauty a zeſt, 

Nay, ſtart not, ye fair ones, plain truth is the beſt. 


Then would you ye lovers ſucceed with the ſair, 
Be manly, and flattery's deluſion forbear; 
In love as in battle your honour maintain, | 
Be honeſt, be Britons, and ſpeak. your minds 
lain; hey 
Impart the fond paſſion that glows in your breaſt, 
And wan + * you'll find that plain truth is the 
8 en. tf (e's 
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MART Doll of the green who loy'd mirth 
k as her life, „ | 

By many a ſwain was requeſted to wife; 


Her figure was graceful and comely her face, 
Vet in her affections no man had ta'en place: 


The 'ſquire of the vill took it into his head 

That he with great proffers could win her to bed, 

But all his fine artifice Dolly thro” ſaw, | 

And baulk d —4 poor 'ſquire with a hearty 
ha! ha! g 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart, 
Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart; 


With an 1 addreſs, he made a ſtrange 
uſs, | 


Turn d his hat o'er his thumb and begg'd for a 


1 
The lout fetch'd a ſigh, andery'd, Deed Doll 
| *tis true, ö | 
* Ie love thee moſt woundly ! Pfaith girl I do; 
But ſhe flap'd his fool's chops, and bid him with- 
raw, 


So ſent him away while ſhe loud laugh'd, ha! ha? 


The next was a fellow, ſo fine and ſo ſpruce, 
Who caper'd and ſung, *mong the girls play'd 
the deuce ; I 
And poor Dolly thought for to ſerve as the reſt, 
But ſhe was too ſharp and of him made a jeſt. 
Quoth Doll, ** 111 ne'er wed, till I meet with 
a man! | 1 
1% Much leſs let a ſop my affections trepan 5 6 
n 
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And ſaid, ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
ut hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out, ha!ha! 


With the ladies I know *tis a primitive rule, 

Much better be plagu'd with a knave than a fool; 

And others again this opinion impart, , 

Their eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their 
heart: 

From theſe I diſſent but approve of the plan 

That Dolly laid down, *tili you meet with your 
man, 

Then your hands and your hearts may unite 
without flaw, | | 

And your conjugal {tate be one ſcene of ha! ha! 


AY Chloe the fair in the bloom of fixteen, 
Was handſome and comely, was neat and 
| | Was clean; 
One day as ſhe. paſs'd me ] pull'd of my hat, 
By way, do you ſee, of a little chit-chat; 
With air ſomewhat free, I aſk'd her it's true; 
The time of the day, with a how de you do? 
My ſpirits were high and I gave her a pat, 
»Tis well, Sir, ſaid the, I ſhall mark you for that. 


| Moſt civil, I aſk'd, if that ſhe o'er the bawk 
Wou'd grant me the favour juſt with her to 
walk? 
And ſaid, that the pat I to her did impart, | 
To me had recail'd, and with love ſtruck my 
heart; | 


oz. -Bbig: 0 ar | 


The fair I purſa'd, nor made any delay, 


| A 
Of love, ſuch as mine, ſhe ſaid, ſhe much fear'd, 


And to men's idle ſtories, ſhe never adher'd ; 
Then from-me ſhe flew nor longer would chat, 
But you Pll:zemember—ſo mark me for that. 


But begg'd the would liſten to what I did ſay ? 
I follow'd her cloſe until quite out of breath, 
She ſtop'd in a pet—why you teaze one to death; 
Twas honour and 2 told her I meant, 

To make her my wife was my only intent ; 
Lord bleſs me! ſays ſhe, and anſwer'd me pat, 
Had you ſaid ſo before, I had lov'd you for that. 


You till ſhall, 1 cry'd, then embracing the maid, 
Say, who ſhou!d to love be aſham*d or afraid ? 
When ſmiling ſhe look'd, and return'd me my 


© "Pats 
Indeed Mz'am, ſays J, but PI! you mark for that: 
Our hands to unite we lack'd but the grace, 
With padlock of love, by prieft put in its place, 
That ſettled we ſoon, I her huſband was pat, 
And now there's no doubt—but ſhe'l] mark me 


for that. 


— 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor 
I left my love behind me; 
Ye pow'rs what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me! 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
-The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely — 
In fit retreat for wooing. 75 
| "Beneath 
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Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay 
Gaziag and chaſtly fporting, 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 


Till night ſpread her black curtain; 


I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 
Ev'n kings when ſhe was nigh me, 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, | 
Which could but ill deny me, 


In all my foul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center; 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall caſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me, 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom, 


N noble feats of arms renown'd, 
Bold Marcus oft beftrode the ground 
O'er peerleſs numbers lain, 
Triumphant o'er the dead he walk'd, 
Or fearleſs rode and proudly talk'd, 
Amidf® the bloody plain, 


2 
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But ſee the ſudden 8 appear, 


Brave Marcus ſtop'd in full career, 

You'll ſay twas wond”rous ſtrange; 
Trumpets and drums unmindful hears, 
His ſoul for other conqueſts cheers, 

And glories in the change. 


For love had won with keeneſt dart 
Won from the field his dauntleſs heart 
To Celia's face and mind; 
He there forgets his battles won, 
Of ſieges thinks no more upon, 
Fair Celia is ſo kind. 


He who before was fire and ſword, 
By love's all conqu'ring pow'r is low'r'd, 
And all his warlike feud; 
He who dealt death at every blow, 
By mighty love is taught to know, 
E'en he could be ſubdu/d. + 


Boaſt not your honours then ye brave, 
Becauſe each other ye enſlave, 

And drag in captive chain, 
| See, love, with juſt one ſingle dart 
my Cou'd captivate a tyrant's heart, 
4 | And all his pride diſdain. 


1 7OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy ſo 
* | fair, | 

The laſs ſhe was lovely, her. face debonair ; 
| | They 
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They hugg'd and they cuddled and talk'd with 


their eyes | 
And look'd as all lovers do wonderful wiſe, 
A fortnight was paſs'd e'er dear Moggy came to, 
For maidens a decency keep when they woo; _ 
At length ſhe conſented and made him'a vow, 
And Jockey he gave for her jointure a cow. 


They pannell'd their dobbins and rodeto the fair, 
Still kiſſing and foudling until they came there, - 
They call'd on the parſon and by him were wed, 
And Aeg ſne * her dear Jockey ta bed, 
They ſtaid there a week as the neighbours all ſay, 
And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they, 
Then wes” = ao recurn'd, but return'd moſt 
unkind, | 
For Jockey rode on and left Moggy behind. 
Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, GafferJock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mack? _ 
Quoth he, go ! come on, why you now are my 
ride, 
And when voke are wed, they ſet vooling aſide; 
He took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the 
old barn; 
They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


* 


B my love the roſy moru 
With ruſſet mantle ſpread, 
Again the infant tendrils ſhoot 

On ev'ry lawn and mead. 


* 
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In ev'ry ſhrub wiſe nature view, 
Her various laws diſplay'd, 


- See daiſies, cowſlips, violets too 


In diff'rent ſuits array'd. 


. What hoary winter once had crop'd, 


And chill'd with nipping cold, 
Sol's influence revives again 6 
With rays of burniſh'd gold. 


The early lark that hails the morn, 


See lofty tow'ring flies, 
k how he tunes his throat to love, 
And rends the vaulted ſkies. 


The ſhepherd with his fleecy care, 

With wanton kidlings play, 

Then ſtroaks his dog—poor fellow cries, 
And pats the head of Tray; 

Poor Tray is pleas'd and wags his tail 
He knows no other pride, 


Than watch his maſter while he Deeps, 


Or taddle by his fide. 


Let us embrace thoſe ſylvan ſcenes 
And imitate their bliſs ; 

To prove my vows and love fincere, 
Pl ſeal them with a kiſs, 
Then bleſs'd with Sylvia ſhall I prove, 
Each wiſh, each ardent ſigh, 
And ſpring will twenty times appear 
More ſweet, if ſhe comply... 
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8 Celia to the covert ſtray'd, 
The bluſhing ſun withdrew, 
And haſted down as if afraid : 
To ſee thy brighter charms diſplay'd 
_ _ be outſhone in you. 


His ſiſter Phoebe at the kehr, | 
With bluſhes ſpread the ſphere; 
As if to ſhine with double li oe, ZK 
And gild the ſtar- . night, 

He'd borrow'd rays from her. 


The glim'rin 7 ſtars which dar'd to peep, 
ere loſt in gazing on; 
And look'd like ſtars that ſeem'd to 
*T wixt half awake and half aſleep, 
Or twinkling at the ſun, 


The god of filence as ſhe ſung, 
tood liſt'ning at her feet; 
The loit'ring ſtreams attentive hung, 
And mimick echo held her tongue, 
Unable to repeat. 


Says love, approach, —l fool obey'd 
Too ſure to be undone ; * 

For *twere as raſh for me t'envade, 

Thoſe beauteous beams which round her play d, 
As Phaeton the ſun. 


1er 
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Jud ET beauty with the ſun ariſe, 

| 1 To Shakeſpeare tribute ay, 
With heavenly ſmiles and ſpeaktis eyes, 
nA Give grace and luſtre to the * 


Wt Each ſmile ſhe gives protects his name; 
10 What face ſhall dare to frown ? 
Not envy's ſelf can blaſt the fame, 

60 Which * deigns to crown. 


FE Warvickſhire lads, and ye laſſes, 

See what at our jubilee paſſes, 
00 Come revel away, rejoice and 4 glad, 
For tbe lad of a | lads, was a Warwickſhire lad, 
1 Warwickſhire lad, 
U. All be glad, | 
| For the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhire lad. 


!' Be prond of the charms of your county, 
jo Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome ta be ſpar'd, 


il For the _ 8 all bards, was a Warwickſhire 
0 ard, 
010 Warwickſhire bard, 
TRUR Never pair'd, 
10 For the oy. of all bards, was a Warwickſhire 
1 ard, 


Each mire has its different pleaſures, 
EgEäach ſhire has its different treaſures; 
But to rare Warwickſhire, all muſt ſubmit, 

Tm co the wit of all N! was a Warwickſhire wit, 
: Warwickſhire 
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Warwickſhire wit, 
| How he writ! | 
For the wit of all wits, was a Warwickſhire wit. 
Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in, 


Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill, 
But the Will of all Wills, was a Warwickſhire 


_ Warwickſhire Will, 2 OO 
Matchleſs ſtill, 8 
For the wal * all Wills, was a Warwickſhire 
Will. þ 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man : 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman, 
Their ſwains are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet 


| ſwan, h ee 
And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire 
Warwickſhire man, (man, 


Avon's ſwan, 
And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire 
man. 
As ven'ſon is very inviting, | - 
To ſteal it our bard took delight in, 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
And the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire 


Warwickſhire wag, (ag, 
192 Ever brag, : 
For the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire 
Wag. 


There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth, he robb'd nature; 
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He took all her ſmiles, and he ern all her 


And the Kier of all thieves, was a Warwick 
ſhire thief, 
Warwickſhire thief, 
| He's the chief, 
For the thief of all * was a a Warwick- 
ſhire thief, 


| this fair goblet, 'ewas carv'd from 
the tree, 
Which, O * A ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 


As a relic? I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine ! 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſt mulberry, 
Matchleſs was he, 
Who planted thee, 


And thou like him immortal ſhalt be I 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round their branches, whoſe heads 
ſweep the ſky, 
Ye —_— exotics, whom taſte has brought 
ere, 
To root out the natives, at prices ſo dear, 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our 
coaſt, | But 


| [.. 0; 1” 
But of fir wants ſhips, we have thouſands that- 
3 fight; 
While one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can 
write, ria 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her — bowers, 
Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flower; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


With 1 and knowledge the well letter 
| Birc | 
Supplies law and phyſick, and grace for the 
church, 1 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
And he gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 

From him and his merits this takes its degree; 

Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories reſign, Oo 

Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, &c, 


The genius of Shakeſpeare out-ſhines the bright f 


day | 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey, 


So- the tree which he planted, by making his 


| own 
Has laurel, and bay, and the vine all in one. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree, c. 


Then 


[9] 

Then each take a relick of this hallow!d tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Fill, fill to the planter, the cup to the brim, 

To honour his country, do honour to him. 

All ſhall yield to the mulberry- tree, 
Bend to thee, | 
Bleft mulberry, * 
Matchleſs was he, | 
Who planted thee, | 
And thou like him immortal ſhalt be! 


ENCE ye profane ! and only they, 
Our pageant grace, our pomp ſurvey, 


— _ l 


Whom love of ſacred genius brings: 
Let pride, let flattery decree, 
Honours to deck the memory, 

Of warriors, ' ſenators, and kings — 
Not leſs. in glory, and deſert, | 

The poet here receives his part, - 
A ui 10 


ute from the feeling heart. 


HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy-O, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, . 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O, 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
| He melted each maid, 
So ſkillful he play d, | 
No ſhepherd e er pip d like the ſweet Willy * 


e 
All nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
| Wherever he came, | 
Whate'er had a name, 


Whenever he ſung follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He wou'd be a ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O, 
When arm'd in the field, 

| With ſword and with ſhield. 

The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd 'em when living, the ſweet Willy O, 
| And when Willy dy'd, 
'Twas nature that ſigh'd, 
To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


LL this for a poet O na, 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago? 
How can you jeer one, 
How can fleer one, 
A poet, a poet, — O no, 
Tis not ſo, | 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago. 


It muſt be ſome great man, = po 
A prince or a ſtate-man, 
| It can't be a poet—O no: 
| Your poet 1s poor, 
And nobody ſure, 
Regards a poor poet I trow : 
The rich ones we prize, 
Send 'em up to the ſkies, 
But not a poor poet O no | 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago. 6k 
N Ge **: OR 0 


F 
'ER each heart be was ruler, 
Made 'em warmer or cooler, 
Could make 'em to laugh or to cry: 
What we lock'd in our breaſts, 
Tho' as cloſe as in cheſts, 
Was not hid from the conjuror's eye. 


* 


If he ſaw ye he knew ye, 
Would look thro? and thro? ye, 
Thro' ſkin, and your fleth and your cloaths, 
Had you vanity, pride, | 
Fifty follies beſide, 
He wou'd ſee 'em, as plain as your noſe. 


Let us ſing it, and dance it, 
Rejoice it and prance it, 

That no man has now ſuch an art; 

What would come of us all, 

Both the great ones, and ſmall, 

Should he live to peep now in each heart. 

Tho' ſins I have none, 
I am glad he is gone, 
No maid could live rear ſuch a mon. 


T7 is the day, a holiday ! a holiday ! 
Drive ſpleen and rancour far away, 
* This is the day, a holiday! a holiday! 
Drive care and ſorrow far away. 


Here nature nurs'd her darling boy, 
From whom all care, and ſorrow fly, 
Whoſe harp the muſes ſtrung: 


From 
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From heart to heart let joy rebound, 
Now, now, we tread enchanted ground, 
Here Shakeſpeare walk'd, and ſung ! 


ISTERS of the tuneful ftrain ! 
Attend your parent's jocund train, 
*Tis fancy calls you, follow me, 3 
To celebrate the jubilee. 


Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare's buſt, 
Points out, and guards his ſleeping duſt, 
The ſons of ſcenic mirth decree | 

To celebrate this jubilee, 


By Garrick led, the grateful band, 

Haſte to their poet's native land, 
With rites of ſportive revelry, 
To celebrate his jubilee. 


Come daughters then, and with you bring 
The vocal reed, the ſprightly ſtring, 

Wit, and joke, and repartee, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


au 


Come, daughters, come, and bring with you 
Th' aerial ſprite and fairy crew, | 
And the ſiſter-yraces three, 

To celebrate our jubilee. 


Hang round the ſculptur'd tomb, 
The broider'd wh, the nodding plume, 
cz 
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And the maſk of comic glee, 
To celebrate our jubilee. | 


From Birnam wood, and Boſworth field, 
Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſhield, 

With drums, and martial ſymphony, 
To celebrate our jubilee. h 


In mournful numbers now relate 
Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 

With frantic deeds of jealouſy, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Nor be Windſor's wives forgot, 

With their harmleſs merry plot, 
The whit'ning mead, and haunted tree, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Now in jocund ſtrains recite, | 
The revels of the braggard Knight, 

Fat Knight! and ancient Piſtol he! 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


But ſee, in crowds, the gay, the fair, 
To the ſplendid ſcene repair, 

A ſcene as fine, as fine can be, 

Io celebrate our jubilee. 


Yet Colin bring and Roſalind, | 
Each ſhepherd true, and damſel kind, 

For well with ours, their ſports agree, 
To crown the feſtive jubilee. 


* 


IMMORTAL 


CU OF. 
MMORTAL be his name, 


His memory, his fame! 
Nature and her works we ſee, 
Matchleſs Shakeſpeare full in thee ! 
Join'd by everlaſting tyes, 
Shakeſpeare but with nature dies. 
Immortal be his name, 
His memory, his fame. 


UPID, from his favourite nation, 
Care and envy will remove ; 
Jealouſy that poiſons paſſion, - © 
And deſpair, that dies for love. 


Gentle murmurs ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love ; 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 
Shall be all the pains you prove. 


Ev'ry ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 

Grateful ev'ry nymph ſhall prove; 

And as theſe excel in beauty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for love. 


OW blithly all the live-long day, 
The ſeather'd warblers ſing ; 
On ev'ry buſh they chaunt their lay, 
Or trill on ſoaring wing. 


Cc3 


"Tis 


e 
*Tis joy that fills the vocal race, 
All unconfin'd and fiee ; 
We'll bleſs the roof from place to place, 
How ſweet is liberty! 


O ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, 

I trace the jovial ſpring in vain; 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waining r flies: 

Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me. 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring, 
Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year : 

*Tis true my vine ſo freſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care ; 
My rural ftore ſome pleaſure yield, 
So white a flock, ſo green a held, 


*% \ 


n Nr hopes the mind deceiving, 
* Eaſy faith too often cheat; 

Woman fond and all-believing, 
' Loves and hugs the dear deceit, 


Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair; 

Lovely maids too oft bewitches, 

Flattery is the beauty's ſnare, 


MamENs 
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MI let your lovers languiſh, 


If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and fears, and ſighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love. 


Jockey woo'd, and I conſented, 
S8oon as ere J heard his tale, 
He with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale. 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain ; 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 


TREAMS that ſoftly, murmuring flow, 
At the fertile mountain's foot; 
Flow'rs that ſweetly, beauteous grow, 
At th”exalted beech's root: 
When the northern blaſts roar high, 
And the thunder-ſtorm is near; 
- Raiſe their heads towards the ſky ; 
See its threat'nings without fear, 


Thus humility may calmly ſmile, 
When ambition trembling meets the ſpoil. 


ENTLE ſhepherd ſoothe my ſorrow, 
8 Kindly, kindly come to-morrow; 
Let no loitering cares delay thee, 

Let no other pleaſure ſtay thee, —— 
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Soon return with joy to charm me, 
Come, leſt painful thoughts alarm me, 
Smiling love, reſtore my rover, 
Haſte, thou kind, yet cruel lover. 
; | 
OVE aſſerts his pow*rful reign, 
Like a tyrant owns his ſway 
Love tho“ ſweet, oft gives us pain, 
Sometimes ſad and ſometimes gay: 
Since the age of ſweet ſixteen, 
(When the men do moſt adore) 
I to love a ſiave have been, 
Kiſs'd and courted o'er and o'er. 


Jockey is a bonny ſwain, _ 
_ Re has ſtole my heart away; 
Still I feel an anxious pain, 
If he's abſent but a day: 5 
But when eber the blooming boy, 
Comes at night upon the green; 
Then my heart is fill'd with joy, 
Then Pm happy as a queen. 


When the charmer talks of love, 
Doubts and fears diſturb my breaſt; 
Shou'd he e'er inconſtant prove, 
This poòr heart will ne'er have reſt. 
But of late he's fonder grown, 
And has ſworn to love for life; 
If he'll take me for his own, 


I muft be young Jockey's wife. 25 
WHERE 
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| RecrTaArtyy. 
| HERE'ER I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 
Enchanting ſcenes of viſion riſe ; 
As gay as erſt in golden times, 
When nature bleſs'd alike all elimes. 


AIX. 


See how the beauteous bluſhing roſe, 
In vernal pride unrival'd glows ! 
And flow'rs ſpontaneouſly diſpenſe, 
Unwon:ed fragrance to the ſenſe. . 


RECITATIVE., 
But hark! what muſick ſtrikes mine ear! c , 


Such charming ſounds methinks I hear, 
As ſure beſpeak the goddeſs near: 
And ſee! fair Flora on her way 
Advance, to chaunt the hymn of May ! 


AIX. 


Hail bounteous May, that doſt inſpire, 
Mirth and youth, and warm deſire! 
Woods and groves are of thy dreſſing, 
Hill and dale doth boaſt thy bleſſing. 


AIR. 


Thus we ſalute thee with our early ſong, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 


EMPTY 
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1 
Ei ſpleen - born viſions fly! 
Hail returning day y- 
Brain-fick phantoms I defy, 
All is light and gay! - 
Welcome pleaſure's roſy train ! 
Ev*ry balmy care! 
Blooming hope who comes again, 
Smiles away deſpair! 


2 blitheſt lads and laſſes gay, 
Come liſten to my tale; 

As I one evening ſleeping lay, 
Within the flow'ry vale ; 

Young Strephon paſling thro” the mead 
By chance did me eſpy; 

He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently fat down by. 


| The ſwain, tho! I moſt dearly priz'd, 


Yet now I would not know ; 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to go: 
But fondly he till nearer preſt, 
And at my feet did lye; 
His beating heart it thump'd ſo faſt, 
I thought the lad would die. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
(The furer Lim to gain) 

I bid the love ſick ſhepherd fly, 
In words of high diſdain, 


, 


- 


He 


Wenn 


le left me, never to return, 
And to young Jenny fle ,-7,r.t 

While I my folly daily mourn, 
For lighting one ſo true. 


TREPHON aroſe at early dawn, 
And ſought as wont his fleecy care; 
His fleecy care, alas! were gone, 
Nor knew the hapleſs ſhepherd where : 
In vain each hill, in vain each dale, 
Each dell, each brake he travers'd round; 
Each pathleſs wood and flow'ry vale, 
But not one lambkin could be found. 


_ Czlia, he cry'd, my flocks are fled, _ 
How ſhall I e' er thy grief aſſuage ? 
How ſhall I cheer thy drooping head, 

If poverty ſhould mark my age ? 
Said ſhe, my love, misfortune's dart, 

Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain ; 

While I poſſeſs my ſhepherd's heart, 

I laugh at ills and ſmile at pain. 


Tho” ev'ry lambkin devious ſtray, 
And grace our envious neighbours folds, 
Nought can thy Czlia's ſoul diſmay, 
- While Strephon to her breaſt ſhe holds: 
Said he, my warmeſt thanks, O take, 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only care; 
If I thy virtues e'er forſake, 
May heav'n regardleſs hear my pray'r, 


4e 
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If from thy lovely froup mine eyes 
Should 
Thy dear idea will ariſe, 


And lead the wand'rer back to thee. 


Thus long they liv'd and long they lov'd, 


As oft I've heard the ſtory told; 
Kind heav'n their fortitude approv'd, 


And amply fill'd the ſhepherds fold. 


To the diſtant, ſultry iſle ! 
Love will ſhield from harm the rover, 
Fame'be kindand fortune ſmile. 


For an age you muſt not leave me, 
Nor to furtheſt climates roam; 
Don't too long of joy bereave me, 
Hope muſt bring the wand'rer home: 
Think of her you left behind ye, 
And to tender vows be true; 
Conſtant, fond, you ſtill ſhall find me, 
Peace, poor heart, dear youth, adieu! 


Ho the winds are whiſtling round me, 
| And the midnight rains deſcend ; 


Painful fear ſhall near.confound me, 
Guardian love will be my friend, 


Night! 


ſwerve but in the leaſt degree; 


ENTLEST breezes waft him over, 


- "ay 
Night! how much I can defy thee! 
Laugh at all thy negro train 


Day returning, Damon's nigh me, 
Storms may beat, but beat in vain. fs 


On my ſhepherd, fond reclining, * An, 
Pleaſing ſafety ſoothes my breaſt? _ - 

Welcome winds to peace inchning! 
Winds that lull to downy reſt! 


Y Colin leaves fair London town, 

Its pomp and pride and noiſe ; 

With eager haſte, he hies him down, 
To taſte of rural joys. 


Soon as my much-lov'd ſwain's in fight, 
My heart is mad with glee; 
I never know ſuch true delight, 


As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him all day to rove, 
And range the meadows wide! 
Nor yet leſs ſweet the moon light grove, 

All by the river's ſide ! 
The gaudy. ſeafons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Colin's by! 
How ſwiftly glides the flow'ry May! 
Hou faſt ho fad fly! 


When Colin comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears; _ 

He tends the flock like other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears; 
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All in the verdant month of May, 
The rake is all his pride; 
He helps to make the new-mown hay, _ 
With Moggy by his fide. 


*Gainſt yellow autumn's milder reign, 
His fickle he prepares ; | 
He reaps the harveſt on the' plain, 
All pleas'd with rural cares. 
With jocund dance the night is crown'd, 
When all the toil is o'er, i 
With him I trip it on the ground. 
With bonny ſwains a ſcore. 


When winter's gloomy months prevail, 
If Colin is but here, 8 
His jovial laugh and merry tale, 
To me are muckle cheer. 0 
The folk that chuſe in town to dwell, 
Are from my envy free; 
For Moggy loves the plains too well, 
And Eolin's all to me. 


HEN ſhall little love repoſe, 
Ceaſe a wand'rer wild to roam, 
Fear, diſtruſt, his mortal foes, 
Who will give the child a home ? 
Oft he rambles here and there, 
Talks in tender piteous moan, 
Ev'ry heart who * a ſnare, 
Bids the ſtrolling boy, begone! 


- TO 
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O reaſon ye fair ones, aſſert your pretence, 

Nor 2 en to language beneath common 
ſenſe; , 


When angels men call ye, and homage would 


Pay, 
If you credit their tale you're as faulty as they. 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes are preſented to view, 


Ten thouſand oaths ſwore, but not one of them 


- 


true; 
Such paſſions, 0 heed not, unleſs to deride, 
Left a victim you fall to an ill · grounded pride. 


Prefer ye the dictates of virtue to ſound, 
True * 1 ne'er without goodneſs be 
ound; 8 | | 


| Leave folly and faſhion, miſguiders of youth,” 
And ſtick to their oppoſites, freedom and truth, | 


19 maid! fair beauty's pride! 
Do not thus my bliſs deny ! 

Ceaſe my tender love to chide, 
Why ſo cruel, Daphne, why! 


Kigdly to my wiſh incline, 
Why will Daphne faithleſs prove ? 
Know, my ſoul is wholly thine, 
And my heart is form'd for love. 


Why, thus ſlight a faithful ſwain, 
Who to love was ever true? 

Why, thus give that boſom pain, 
Which ſo long hath ſigh'd for you? 


SEE 


Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain : 
e And join” the ovial ſportſman cries, 
ap ill the out Prey, o ertaken—dies.“ 


But can ſcenes like thoſe delight me, 
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Arx! . Aurora gins to riſe, 


Deb the ſkies ! ! 
E'er Phce ay 
ney by to our jocund 2 away. 
e * tet . N On 
e 2 A IR. 


:4 rouze the game with en and horn, 


With cheerful cries I' wake the morn; 
ws riſing with her roſy face, 

Enjoys the wy of the chace. 
See the ſwift ſtag flies oer the ground, 
And hills and dales, and woods reſound ; - 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, | , 


O the conſcious groves I hie me, 
Where Tate was blythe and gay; 
Try to fancy Colin nigh me, . 
So to paſs the hours away. 


When my ſwain's no longer there ? 
Hill nor dale, nor ſtream invite me, 
Now no more they're worth my care. 


Come thyſelf without delaying, 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; 
But with thee whilſt fondly ſtraying, 
Ev' ry Ree is ſure to pleaſe, 
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A Once rov'd tory this wands wndiplaing' — | 
oor Cupid faſt aſleep pd3 907" ;...." 
His bow and arrew on the 8 0 e! 

Well plens'd to find _ N 0G 
She thus commands her Hit wing far. EA 


AIX. 


eee, 
For if he w tern your 
"Tis, tis to wound the tender heart; Nos | 
Now ſhall we ſefely trace the plan,. 
And haunt the river, lawn end grove, | 
His arrows broke his por is vein, 
You now may fafely laugh at love. © 
ECITATIVE®E .. 
When now too late the God awoke 6: 1181 
Found Dian and her fav'rites by, - «+ 
The fatal miſchief thus he ſpoke, 1 
Whilſt malice ſparkPd from each eye. 
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Though Cupid is vanquiſh'd to day, 
Believe not my empire is o'er, 
To Venus Pl] bie me away, 
She'll arm me as well as before ; 
Oh Dian what nymph of thy train, 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure dart, 
I'm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtain, 
Then Goddeſs take care ol thy an. 


832 
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R.2gCiTAT'LV E. 


EE! ſee, | renfey 
22 the ſkies ! 
E'er Phœbus doe hi beams diſplay, . 
Let's to our jocund ſports away. © - 
PP * 


; * AIX. 25 | 

T rouze the game with hounds and horn, 
With chert cries I' wake the morn; 
Who riſing with her roſy face, 

Enjoys the glory of the chace. 

See the ſwift ſtag flies oer the ground, 
And hills and dales, and woods reſound; 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain: 
'«« And join” the ovial ſportſman cries, 
« Pill the ſtout prey, o'ertaken—dies.” 


TO the conſcious groves I hie me, 
Where I late was blythe and gay; 
Try to fancy Colin nigh me, - 
So to paſs the hours away. 


But can ſcenes like thoſe delight me, 
When my ſwain's no longer there? 
Hill nor dale, nor ſtream invite me, 
Now no more they're worth my care. 


Come thyſelf without delaying, 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; 
But with thee whilſt fondly ſtraying, 
Ev'ry place is ſure to pleaſe, 
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Nr err 
| hung ain, oo 


bre, 
She thus commands her Hf ing rr. 
| A I X. . 
Break, break with ſpeed each pointed dare, 
2 For if he — — ä A 
Tis, 'tis to wound the tender heart: 
Now ſhall we ſofely trace the plan. 
, And haunt the ner, lawn and/grove, © 
His arrows broke his por is vein, (© 
You now may ſafely laugh at love. © 
| ECITATIV®E ' Y - 
When now too late the God awoke 4 F146 A 
Found Dian and her fav'rites by, - +. 
The fatal miſchief thus he ſpoke, $ 
Whilſt malice ſparkFd from each eye. 
4 1 * 
Though Cupid is vanquiſh'd to day, 
Believe not my empire is o'er, 
To Venus Pl] bie me away, | 
She'll arm me as well as before ; 
Oh Dian what nymph of thy train, 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure dart, 
I'm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtain, Y 
Then Goddeſs take care of thy heart, - 


* 
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Such muic with 
When ev'ry muſe will tune her "Aa 
[| In praiſe of highland Nelly. 
4 Ye tinkling rills, ye verdant plains, 
| Where blithe content for ever reigns, 
"F ba abroad the honeſt trains, | 
at flow in praiſe of Nelly. 
Still be the lowland laſſes fair, 


Still be they proud of golden bair, 
But where's charms, the hair, the air, 


That ſhine in 2 Nelly. 
Amidſt her ny mphs when Venus ſtood, 
- Fair as ſhe left ps briny flood, 
' Ualeſs ſhe mov'd no gazer could, 
Diiſcern the queen of beauty. . 
Thus at a lowland ball I've ſeen, | 
Unmoy'd this retty highland queen, 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye gods, Vve been, 
In love with highland elly, 


\LY t to raptures till deli ghting, 

Seize the ſoul enchanting hours, 
Love the friend of life inviting, 
Calls you now to myrjle bow'rs. 
Leave each meaner care and pleaſare, 
All that once the heart could move, 
- Soon you'll find how vaſt a treaſure, 


Are the mighty j Joys of love. 


Law] 
ry wers 


blow = 
| The laſſes 2 
When William Nis Ve, 


To Beſly che dus. r c Nr eee, 
The — aſſembled their joy — 8 
The bells they were merrihy rung ;- | 
The ſwains envied him, & the maids envied "OY 

This couple were handſome and young. | 
Would the folks about Cure onyx 

their heart, * 4 | 

In wedlock ſome kerne would be fill, 

Till death ſhoots his abrowy er 2 


Were . loving nike Buy and will. 
A couple io fair dince he: are old Cain; 
In conjugal bliſs 9 id, 1 
The virgins all ſigh'd te poſfeſs . bein, 1 
The ſwains to n the Tang maid: Je. 


: : 
1 
+ V 


* 8 


T once I'm in love with two-nymphe that 
are fair, | 
And to ſweets Jp. mp garden theſe nymphs Icom- 
pare; 
Nor can, N nor can bloſſom be better than 
toe: 
And Jenny's my myrtle, and Chloe's my roſe. 


My Chloe is fond all her charms to diſplay, 1 

Wich the roſe. in her cheek, ſhe to all wou'd | 
be gay; D 

— 


22 — 


— 
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On all paler beauties ſne looks down with . 
— pride, » 


- 


And can bear not a flow'ret to grow by her 


fide. 


She thinks not how quickly theſe charms will 


expire, 


| That with May they firſt came, and with ſum- 


a mer retire ; ith 

That pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, 
And love, built on beauty, can't hold with a 
G ſwain, ; 

But Jenny my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
No ſeaſon nor age can her features diſgrace; 


She covets no praiſe nor with envy is ſtung, 


She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and 
Joung. of 
Then Chloe, I ſudden muſt make my retreat, 


| Thy roſe is too blooming, too ſhort-liv'd and 


ſweet : 
But Jenny thy myrtle is laſting and green, 
And all the year thro”, thou the ſame till art 
OME give your attention to what I unfold, 
The matter is new, tho? the moral is old; 
My honeſt con feſſion's intended to prove, 
How taftleſs-infipid is life without love. 


Ia works of old ſophiſts my mind I employ'd, 


My bottle and friend too, by turns I enjoy'd; 

J laugh'd at the ſex, and determin'd, I ſtrove 

Their charms to forget, and bid farewel to love. 

I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 

A patriot in politics, fond of debate, 1 
| | ac 
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Each paſſion indulging my doubts did remove, 
They center'd in pleaſure and pleaſure in love. 


How weak my reſolves I conſeſs'd with a ſigh, 
When Phillis, ſweet Phillis tript wantonly by, 
I] caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove; 
Conſenting ſhe made me a convert to love. 


Ye lovers of freedom no longer complain, 

We're born fellow-ſabjects of beauty's ſoft chain; 
My purchas'd experience this maxim wall prove, 
That life is not life when divided from love. 


HE ſongſters of May 
Begin the rich lay, bs 
And fill all the woods with their trains ; 
The groves all around | 
With their muſic reſound, | 
And they charm all the nymphs and their ſwains, | 


The lark all day long e 
Trills his ſweet ſoaring ſong, 
The linnet and thruſh tune their throats, 
And when comes the calm night, 
*T'is the ſhepherds delight, 
To hear the fond nightingale's notes, 


Ye gav blooming throng, . 
Now 1ut' to each ſong, 
Of a new vocal race in this grove ; 
"Tis ſpring tempts you here, 
Then bend the ſoft ear 
We chant only pleaſure and love. - 
| Ee 2 Our. 
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4 

Oior lark and our thruſn, 

1 And each bird of our bum, 
With our nightingale perch'd on yen ſpray, 

i Try to wake every breaſt, 

| Or to melt you to reſt, | 
And to lull all your troubles away 


11 I. a linnet and young, 

0 Will pour my ſong, 

18 My ſong may'nt be heard all in vaing 

is Then take ye kind fair, | 

i A poor bird to your care, 
4 She's bleſt if you're pleas'd with her ſtrain, 


He never once thinks I am wrong, 
e likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong ; 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 
He hears me with joy all the day, 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 
That haftens the end of my lay, 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 

He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while, 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 

And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile. 
Since when, or in mead or in grove, 

By his flocks, or the clear river's fide, 
I fing my bell ſongs to my love, 

And to charm him 1s grown all my pride. 


[ do as I will with my fais, N 


No 
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No beauty had I to endear, "IG | 
No treaſures. of nature or art, 4 
s But my voice that had gain'd on his ear, 9 
Soon found out the way to his heart. 
To try if that voice wou'd not pleaſe, | 
| He took me to join the gay throng, 
I won the rich prize all with eaſe, | 
And my fame*s gone abroad with my ſong, 


But let me not jealouſy raife, 
Il wiſh to enchant but my fwain, 
Enough-then for me is his praiſe, 
I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


- * 


CE hoard thy charms no more, / 

Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
Still the vain poſſeſſor's poor, | 
What are riches without pleaſure ? 
Endleſs pains the miſer takes, 

* To encreaſe his heaps of money; 
Lab'ring bees his pattern makes, 

Yet he fears to taſte his honey. 


Views with aching eyes his ſtore, 
Trembling leſt be chance to loſe it, 
Pining, ſtill for want of more 
Tho' the wretch wants power to uſe it: 
5 F, Celia 
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Celia thus with endleſs arts, 5 g - 
Waſtes her days her charms improving, 


Luab'ring ſtill to conquer hearts, 


Yet ne'er taſtes the ſweet of loving. 


Views with pride her ſhape her face, 


Fancying ſtill he's under twenty, 


Age brings wrinkles on apace, 


While ſhe ſtarves with all her plenty; 
Soon or late they both will. find, 
Time their idol from them ſever, 


He muſt leave his gold behind, 
-  Lock'd within his grave ſor ever. 


Celia's fate will ſtill be worſe, 
When her fading charms deceive her, 
Vain defire wil! be her curſe, . 
When no mortal will relieve her: 
Celia hoard thy charms no more, 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure ; 
Taſte a little of thy ſtore: F 
What is beauty without pleaſure ? 


OU may do as you will, but VI fling away 
care, | | | 
P11 ſport with the ſwains, and Ill toy with the 
8 - ; 
For joys yet unknown I may find ſpringing there, 
: "Nd 'tis better by half, 
Love and neCt:r to quaff, 


All the days of my life thus Pl frolic and we” 
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Till lately there liv'd not fo wretched an elf, 
I tended my flocks and ſought nothing but pelf, 


Car'd little for others, but much for myſelf; 
But *tis better by half, &Cc. 


But wiſhes for more are all fooliſh and vain, 
And thought for to-morrow brings nothing but 
| - pain, 5 | 
Enjoying to-day I ſhall find the beſt gain: 

N F or *tis potter by half, &c. | 


Come over to me all ye gay blooming throng, 


And take it, the way to be bleſt*the year long, 

Is to welcome ſweet love, wine, and ſoul-cheer- 
ing ſong, | | 

And tis better by half, &c. 


Then care, with his wrinkles I give to the wind, 


To mirth from this moment my heart is inclin'd, 
I'm ſure * my bliſs, for the nymphs will be 
| ind. | 
More happy by half, &c. 


OR Phillis I ſigh, and hourly die, 

: But not for a lip, or a languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For 1 am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe: 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betrayz _ 
*Tis civil to ſwear and ſay things of courſe, 


We mean not the taking for better for 9 ; 


„ 
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When preſent we love, when abſent agree 
1 think not of Phillis, nar Phillis of me; 


The legend of love no couple can find, N. 


So eaſy to part, and fo eaſily join'd. 


Re rr v. 2 
| who is this that ſtrikes my wond'ring 


Tis roſy health, an hunter in diſguiſe! 
He comes to win me from {oft pleaſure's train, 


And thus he ſpeaks in his eniiy'ning ſtrain, 


| A 1 R. 3 
Now the dawn's peeping over the hill, 
JI 0o ſleep- breaking echoes ariſe! | 
Hark! the hounds and hunters loud if! 

The woods with their ſhouts and their criess. 


Purſue o'er the mountains your prey, 


Be firſt of the heart-cheering race, 


All rouz'd by the toils of the day 


___ You'll own the delights of the chace. 
A hunter, no more you'll complain ; / 
No fpleen-brooding cares ſhall ye know, 
A ſtranger to ſickneſs and pain, | 
With life and new vigour you'll glow: 
Then fly from the pleaſures that pall, 
That languor moſt certainly yield, 
But wake to the horn's-early call, 
And haſte to the ſports of the field. 
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ORE power to our ſriends, and more Py 
our enemies. | 


Conſtancy in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip. - 2275 
Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

Succels to the lover, and j joy to the beloved. 

May the ſingle be marry'd, and the marry'd be happy 
May our happineſs be ſincere, and our joys be laſting · 
The pleaſures of imagination realiz d. 


May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have rims 
to enjoy them. 


Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure. 

May power ever continue in the friends of England, 
Love of liberty, and liberty in love. | 
Life, love, and liberty. 


* to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, and life to him 
that has courage to loſe it. 


Great inen honeſt, and honeſt men great. | 
Every honeſt man his right, and every roguea halter, 


Health 
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Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt and a 


guinea. b 
All our wants and wiſhes. | 


Health to the fick, and freedom to the ſlave, 
-Succels to the lover, honour to the brave. 


Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of England. 


May the true lovers of liberty in England, be for ever 
united in atfection, as they are in intereſt. 


May he Who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate in 
England, never have any ſhare in the government 


of it. 


Diſappointment to thoſe who barter the cauſe of their 
country for oftentation or ſordid gain. 


May we always be attached to thoſe who preſevere in 
generous endeavours to promote the * of 
their country. . 


The ſteady friends of Britain, 


"Diſappointment to thoſe who form expeRations of 
places and penſions on the ruin of their country. 


May all thoſe who for ſordid intereſt endeavour to be- 
tray their country, meet the fate of Judas. 


M ay the enemies of Britain never cat the bread there. 


| & err 3 to all the enemies of England with | 


out a draw - back. 


＋ 
q May 
" 


] E 
May we words want reſolution to defend our inde- 
pendency againſt the attacks of ambition. 


May all attemps to pervert and deſtroy our precious 


cConſtitution, be fruſtrate and void. 
The honeſt patriot and unbiaſs'd Briton, 


May our endeavours be ſucceſsful, when engaged | 


under the banner of juſtice, 


May we always be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of proſ- 
. perity and adverſity. 


May our conſcience be ſound tho” our Ger be rot · 


ten. 

May temptation never conquer virtue. 
Frugality without meanneſs. _ 

May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money. 
May we be loved by thoſe whom we love. 
May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 


May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather than 


money. 


May we be ſlaves to nothing but our ai. and 


friends to nothing but merit. 


May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, 
but always deſerve it from public {pirir, 


yr ability for doing Aa be n by inclination. 
May 


* 
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Zeal without uncharitableneſs. 

Loyalty without ſervility. 

Freedom without faction. 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 
Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 

More friends and leſs need of them. 


May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. 


May the man we love be honeſt, and the land we lire 


in free. 


May hemp bind him whom honour cannot. 
The two firangers at court. [Honour and Honeſty, ] 


A head'to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 


b | | Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. 


ue harveſt of life, love, wit, and good humour. 


[i | The girl we love, and the man we dare truſt. 
11 | Proviſion to the unprovided. 
8 May we have in our arms, whom we love i in our 


þ May we always have a friend, 1 know TX value: 


May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give him, | | 


hearts. ” 4 * . ”., : 


|| | The pleaſure of pleaſing. | „ 
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May they never want, who have ſpirit to. * 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms. 7 | 
All we wiſh and all we want. | WR = 


— 


Love and opportutunity. 3 uf 
Gaiety and innocence. 44 


a. N 
bl 


Succeſs to our hopes, -and enjoyment to our wiſhes, . 
Teſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte, 
Health, joy, and mutual love. ä 


* 
Love without fear, Pl 
And life without care. 


Friendſhip without intereſt, and love withou dale. 8 


7 
. 


All that gives us pleaſure, ES 
© Your love and mine, and the reſt of the ahi 


May the evening's diverſion bear the morning 5 Te» | 
flection. 


May our repreſentatives r defend what % 
have wiſely reſolv'd. 


Union, ys and fidelity, among the ſons a. 
liberty. 


Liberty, property, and no exciſe. ; 


May 
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May all honeft ſouls find a friend in need. 
Good luck till we are tired of it. * 
Cobweb breeches; a porcupine ſaddle; a hard trot- 


ing horſe; and a long journey to the enemies of 


Great-Britain. 


May the wings of Extravagancy be clipt by the ſhears | 
| of Economy. | 


Confuſion to thoſe, 510 wearing the maſk. of patri- 
otiſm, pull it off, and deiert the cauſe of Liberty 
in the day of trial. 


May genius and merit never want a friend. 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 


Long corn and ſort ſhoes to the enemies of Britain 


Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 


May the friends of Bagland ever have acceſs to the 
throne, 


T hat freemen may never more be confider'd as pro- x 
perty to be led to market, 


Peace and plenty. © MA 50. 
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